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Chapter One 

Burke Matthews shifted on his surfboard 

and gazed out to sea. Foamy waves rolled toward 
him in perfect sets. The sun suddenly shone, blue 
Sky poking through the ash-colored cloud cover. 
Ah... It was the ideal day to surf and damn it, 
nobody was out here to drop in on his rides. He 
bobbed on a passing wave and sighed. He longed 
to be part of it all but the only problem was that he 
wasn't here to play. He was here to work. So far, 
for the third straight day, nothing was going right 
and his salvage company was losing money just 
waiting. 

And waiting... 

He stared at the capsized wreck of the $450 
million cruise liner, the Bella Donna. It was eerie 


looking at the doomed ship that was so huge it was 


like a Skyscraper lying on its side. He could see 
that all the doors to the top flight deck's guest 
rooms were closed. The silence, the lack of 
activity, was unsettling. Twelve days ago when the 
Ship struck rocks off Salerno on the Amalfi Coast 
in southern Italy, he'd seen the images online of the 
four thousand passengers climbing over the 
exposed hull in a human chain, using fire hoses, 
bed sheets and their hands to make it to the 
lifeboats. 

And now, two days of bad weather had 

turned the rough seas into an impossible task for 
Burke and his thirty-five man crew. He pocketed 
his satellite phone in his waterproof vest, awaiting 
word to begin the long and difficult task of 
pumping out the incapacitated ship's half million 
gallons of diesel and oil. 

Even in his wet suit, Burke was freezing. He 

lay on his belly and circled the wreckage of the 


vessel on his trusty nine-foot pintail. He was still 


stunned that almost all the passengers had survived 
the collision. Submerged rocks had ripped a three- 
foot hole in the Bella Donna's side as she'd set sail 
late out of Salerno's picturesque Panino seaport at 
dusk. Rocks the captain hadn't seen. The 
catastrophe had sent the ship listing to the sea 
within minutes. 

Eighteen people were still missing, 

presumed dead from the catastrophe that had 
rocked the popular Italian seaport and touched the 
hearts and minds of millions of people around the 
world. Among the missing were seventeen 
passengers and one crew member, last seen 
helping passengers off the ship. 

From all accounts, the French Canadian 

waiter, Gabriel Bergeron, who'd made his first 
voyage 

with 

the Bella Donna, had shown 


incredible bravery in helping others to safety. 


And now, he was among the missing. 

Search and rescue crews had put their lives 

on the line to secure and scour the ship. The 
Salvage mission was on hold until deep sea divers 
could gain access to the fourth deck, where six 
bodies of the original twenty-four missing 
passengers had been located. 

Not all of the rooms had been searched. 

Some were fully submerged in water, making the 
task dangerous and the possibility of survival for 
the people they found negligible. Still, the search 
would resume once the weather improved. 

In 

the 

meantime, 

there 

was 

an 

environmental disaster in the making. Two 


thousand three hundred tons of heavy fuel and two 


hundred tons of diesel oil remained on board and 
would have to be pumped out. 

Burke's British-based salvage company, 

Durang, had won the bidding war to retrieve the 
fuel from the wreckage. Burke and his crew on the 
cargo salvage ship, the Brigadoon, had been in 
North Africa securing a drilling well that had 
come loose during a hurricane. 

When disaster struck the Bella Donna, Burke 

and his crew had come straight to Italy and 
petitioned H.R. Triton, the shipping company that 
owned 

the Bella Donna, as well as Italy's 

environmental minister, Giovanni Russo. Signore 
Russo had heard of Durang's salvage record and 
hired Burke's team on the spot. 

So far the fuel tanks were still intact. Burke 

had informed Signore Russo that the sensors he 
and his crew had placed on the ship the previous 


morning showed that the Bella Donna had moved 


nearly five feet overnight. 

He'd tried to put a positive spin on it, that it 

was possible the ship's vibrations had caused the 
slippage as it settled against the reef. However, he 
had been honest in his appraisal. He thought she 
was on her way to sinking. 

Fast. 

"As far as we have been able to gage, the ship 

is sinking about half a centimeter, or about point 
one nine inches an hour," Burke had said. 

"This is important news. The Coast Guard 

reported something similar. They are worried 
about the storms predicted for this afternoon. I'll 
get back to you within the hour, Mr. Matthews," the 
minister had promised. 

Burke believed him. 

"In the meantime, if Marco de Magna 

contacts you, refer him to me." 

"Yes, sir," Burke had said. "I will." He'd 


almost added, with pleasure, but stopped himself. 


"Please call me Giovanni," the minister for 

the environment had invited—and not for the first 
time. They'd discovered a mutual respect for one 
another but Burke would continue to call the man 
Signore Russo. 

Burke stopped paddling as he approached the 
ripped bowels of the ship. He sat up on his board 
again and stared. He'd seen it up close for days 
now and it was like seeing the torn carcass of a 
living, breathing creature. If she went all the way 
down, safe retrieval of fuel would not only be 
practically impossible, leakage would be more 
likely. And none of them could afford a leak. The 
Bella Donna had unfortunately run aground in the 
middle of one of Italy's most important marine 
reserves. Countless dolphins, whales and fish 
would be poisoned. 

And the tourist-heavy seaport of Panino, 

listed on the World Heritage Site, would be 


irreparably contaminated. 


There was something else, too. Burke had not 
voiced this to the men he commanded on his own 
Ship. If the Bella Donna plunged into the ocean 
fully, any hope of finding any of the missing 
eighteen people alive would vanish. 

"Think there's any chance anyone's still 

alive on board?" a voice beside him asked. 

It was Trent Moresby, his second-in- 

command. It was as if Trent could read his 
thoughts. Trent, who was Australian, was one of 
his most trustworthy crewmembers. They couldn't 
have been more different. 

Burke sighed. Trent was as concerned as 

he was and had come out on his own surfboard, 
only Burke had been too preoccupied to notice. 
This method of travel allowed them to be up-close 
to the fallen ship without causing it to slip farther 
off the reef shelf, where its hold was more 
precarious by the hour. 


"| don't know," Burke responded. It was the 


truth. The Bella Donna's crew, including her 
captain of eleven years, had combed the ship for 
days, even defying the Coast Guard's instructions 
to suspend the search in case all the movement 
from the recent storm shifted the massive vessel 
even more. 

Trent was a rough and tumble, dark-haired 

jock type. Burke was fair-haired and had grown up 
in Chicago. An Army brat, he'd enlisted in the 
Marines the day he'd turned eighteen and had 
worked on one ship or another for the last twelve 
years. 

"One more bad storm could send her 

down," Trent said, which was true. 

Conditions inside the ship were already 

freezing. Since most of the vessel was submerged, 
hope of finding survivors had dimmed. Burke had 
been in every meeting since his company won the 
salvage bid and privately, the word rescue for the 


missing eighteen people had been replaced with 


recovery. 
Publicly, of course, this was still a rescue 

mission. Burke and his team were on hand to help 
in the search for survivors if necessary. Nobody 
wanted it more than Burke and his team, who, with 
little to do but wait, had met with the families who 
had arrived in Panino, pacing the shores each day 
for news. It was heartbreaking for them. He knew 
it must be hard for them to worry... and wonder... 
and live with such panic. The mind was a fertile 
and merciless playground. 

The Catani family had lost their five-year 

old daughter, Maria. He couldn't imagine their pain 
and terror. Each morning her parents and 
grandparents came to the harbor dock hoping for 
good news. 

"There is a chance of survival in the dry 

rooms," Burke said, repeating the Coast Guards' 
mantra. 


Inspecting the dry rooms had been difficult 


and dangerous. The doors were all pneumatically 
sealed and, unfortunately, mostly soundproof. The 
three bodies found in the last two days had been 
discoveries after crews were able to break into 
rooms. The ship had become a death trap. 

Burke had seen the footage of the ship's 
leave-taking for a fourteen-day European river 
cruise. He'd seen what had been retrieved from the 
ship's camera system as well as amateur footage 
shot by passengers who'd recorded the crew 
members playing down the catastrophe, urging 
travelers to return to their cabins... 

And almost certain death. 

When the ship keeled over, those who'd 

disobeyed the crew's instructions managed to get 
off the vessel and into lifeboats. Some had been 
forced to jump into the sea or had fallen and swum 
for their lives. That so many survived was still a 
miracle. Burke's heart bled for the two old men, 


lifelong companions who had been found floating 


in the ocean, both wearing life vests. 

At least they died together. | haven't been 

with a man longer than a year. Holy, moly. 
They'd loved each other for fifty-six years. 
"Boss." 

Trent inclined his head toward dry land. 

Burke sighed again. It was Marco de Magna, the 
mayor of Panino, one of the most idyllic seaside 
towns on the Amalfi Coast and the closest to the 
disaster. The town was great. The newly installed 
mayor was an ass. What a total media-whore of a 
buffoon he was. 

He was standing on the wharf, signaling 

Burke to come over to him. Behind him was a 
camera crew. 

"Anything to get his face on the morning's 

TV news bulletins," Burke muttered, removing his 
phone from his pocket. He called the mayor, but 
his call went to voice mail. 


"You have to go to him," Trent said, stating 


the obvious. 

Burke bristled. Trent was right and it 

pissed Burke off. He wasn't angry with Trent 
though. He was furious with the mayor's attempts 
to look important. 

“Correction. We have to go to him." 

Trent 

looked 

amused. 

"You 

need 

protection, boss?" 

"No. He does. I'm tempted to beat that 
pompadour right off his forehead." 

Trent laughed as they paddled back to 

shore. Marco de Magna stood, wearing a shiny 
blue suit, his black hair looking ridiculously 
coiffed so early in the morning. The only thing 
missing was a pair of blue suede shoes. 


" Buongiorno!" 


Marco 

boomed, 

arms 

outstretched. 

"Buongiorno!" Trent and Burke responded 

as they dragged their boards ashore. 

Marco opened his mouth to speak once more, 

but the church bells from the Santa Maria Assunta 
began to peal, obliterating his words. Marco 
frowned. The TV crew kept their cameras on 

Burke, who squinted at them. 

"Are they filming me?" 

"No. They are filming me. I'm the mayor," 

Marco said in broken English. He wasn't fooling 
anybody. He spoke perfect English having attended 
school in the US. Since returning to Italy, landing 
his new job and finding himself under scrutiny, the 
mayor had developed a thick accent straight out of 
Central Casting. 


"Yes, | Know you are." Burke kept his tone 


civil with some difficulty. "I don't want them on 

me. I'm about to change." He glanced at Trent. 

" We're about to change and you don't want my 
naked ass on TV, do you?" 

He and Trent moved to the cargo hold of 

the truck he'd rented when they'd arrived in Panino. 
His ship was out at sea, but he and Trent, who was 
his chief salvage master, had been forced to spend 
time on dry land with the other two principals in 
their team; Gavin Beck, his chief naval architect, 
and Jules LaFont, their diving supervisor and 
resident environmental expert. These men rounded 
out his executive core. 

They spent their days and evenings in Panino, 
sweet-talking every dignitary that crossed their 
paths. Their nonstop meetings had helped secure 
the deal to salvage the Bella Donna's fuel. 

"Ah." Marco said this in a tone that 

suggested he was about to deny Burke the 


opportunity to strip out of his wet suit. 


Burke's sat phone rang as he changed. He 

took the call. It was the news he wanted. 

"Yes, of course," he said into the phone. 

He turned his face away so that Marco wouldn't 
hear him. "Thank you, sir, we will be there," he 
added, ending the call. 

"Why are you putting on pants?" Marco 

asked, his brown eyes widening. 

"You want me to go into town in my 

underpants?" 

Trent and the camera crew laughed. The 

mayor's cheeks flamed. 

"We are going to church, to pray with the 
families," Burke said. 

He zipped up his fly and caught a glimpse 

of Trent's naked ass beside him. He was a hot man. 
Too bad their relationship had soured. It had been 
so fantastic once upon a time, before work became 
too stressful and egos had collided. Enough. They 


had done a decent job of salvaging their 


friendship... even if sometimes the idea of hot and 
sweaty sex out in the deep blue seas seemed 
alluring. 

No... it was better this way. 

"Church?" Marco said the word as if he'd 

never heard of it. He rarely had an intelligible 
response to anything anyone said. Good to know 
he hadn't broken his record. 

Burke and Trent jumped into the truck, 

whizzing past the mayor, who followed his camera 
crew into their white van. 

The beach at Panino had dark volcanic 

sand. A few tourists sat, trying to soak up the sun, 
as if determined to enjoy their holiday in spite of 
the shipwreck and all that it had brought to the 
little town. A few fishing boats lay scattered 
behind them. 

Burke took the truck uphill along the tiny 

streets that punctuated the enchanting town. All the 


houses were built into the mountains in various 


sandy hues. Each home had charming balconies 
sporting window boxes brimming with colorful 
flowers. One winding street led to another, all of 
them featuring long sets of stone stairs that cut 
walking time from one street to another. 

He felt time slipping away as they reached 

the twisted, winding Viale Pasitea. The old-world 
charm of the place enveloped him as the church 
bells chimed again. Burke glimpsed the church's 
medieval cupola from his parking spot near the 
village square. The villagers began to assemble 
for the morning service. The families of the 
missing recognized Burke and Trent and greeted 
them, pumping their hands vigorously. Burke 
hugged Mrs. Catani who always seemed to be 
crying when he saw her. 

Trent hugged her too and she clung to the 

tall Australian for a moment. 

Burke greeted other members of the Catani's 


extended clan. A few carried photos of Maria, as 


did other families of missing passengers from the 
Bella Donna. They held framed photos of their 
loved ones close to their chests. Some wore their 
photos pinned on their shirts. 

As they entered the picturesque house of 

worship, Burke took Trent aside. 

"We have an important meeting with the 

minister for the environment and the Coast Guard 
right after this." 

Trent nodded. "Sounds promising." 

Marco tapped Burke's shoulder as they 

moved into a pew. 

“Everybody wants to know how you're 

going to pump the fuel out of the ship. Some people 
say it's impossible." 

Marco was right, there was lots of 

speculation about the salvage mission but he 
wasn't about to discuss this with him. Not here and 
not now. 


Burke reached beside him and squeezed the 


man's surprisingly clammy hand. 

"I'll keep you posted," he said. Marco 

frowned. The camera crew lowered their cameras 
and lighting gear. Good. 

The church filled quickly, the smell of 

roses and orange leaves filling the crowded space. 
Two women filled buckets and vases up front with 
more blooms as everybody waited for services to 
Start. 

Burke liked the Santa Maria Assunta. He'd 

read a little of its history. Eighteenth century 
pirates had once pillaged it but had been forced to 
return everything thanks to a storm. He hoped the 
one predicted for later in the day would save the 
town again. He listened to the choir singing, the 
priest's solemn prayers of hope and faith for the 
missing. 

"We trust in God," he said, just before the 

crowd filed out again. 


Burke touched Trent's hand. They left their 


pew going the opposite way they'd entered. Marco 
looked like he wanted to follow but Burke 
determinedly avoided his gaze. 

Outside, he made a call to the minister of 

the environment who instructed him to meet him at 
Caffè Panino. 

"The kitchen doesn't open until noon but 

they are opening especially for us. Please make 
sure your lead team is present." Signore Russo 
took a breath. "But make sure you lose the mayor." 
That was going to be easier said than done. 

Marco ran out of the church straight over to him. 
"What's happening?" he shouted. "What's 

going on?" 

"Oh, God!" Signore Russo huffed in 

Burke's ear and ended the call. 

"Nothing's going on. Why are these men 

still filming me?" Burke asked. He had to contact 
the rest of his team. He texted Jules LaFont and 


Gavin Beck, urging Trent over to the taxi stand. 


Marco followed them. "Where are you 

going? Why are you taking a taxi?" he bleated as 
Burke kept his fingers busy. 

l'm not. I'm trying to throw you off the scent. 

Jules responded with a single word, 

" d'accord", French for okay. Since Gavin was 

with him, waiting for word on the salvage 
operation, Burke knew that Jules would make sure 
Gavin made it to the meeting. 

"We're going to visit the Catani family," 

Burke lied. Marco had no response. He knew that 
Burke and his crew had become a lifeline for some 
of the families of the missing. Maria's parents 
could not forgive themselves for having been 
forced into lifeboats without their precious child. 
Marco didn't seem to know how to 

respond. He hadn't hit it off with the Catani family 
at all and Marco knew it. He hung back when 
Burke decided to take a taxi after all. He beckoned 


Trent in beside him and shut the door. 


Burke waited until they were out of the 

mayor's earshot to give the driver their destination. 
The man nodded, tearing up the high road in his 
little vehicle that hugged the narrow paths ata 
close clip. Burke glanced down the mountain. 
Marco was on his cell phone. Good. He wasn't 
following them. 

"| love Caffe Panino," Trent said. "Love 

their food." 

Burke couldn't resist a grin. Trent was a 

foodie only he didn't look like it. The man was 
reed-thin in spite of his high consumption of Italian 
pastries. 

At the restaurant, Burke handed the driver 

some Euros. He and Trent vacated the vehicle. The 
front door to the restaurant was open. Burke 
pushed it farther. 

"Upstairs," a voice called out. They 

quickly ascended the stairs inside the restaurant's 


cheery interior. 


Trent gave an appreciative sniff. "I smell 

something baking." 

Burke could too. Suddenly his stomach was 
rumbling. He thought, and hoped, he detected the 
restaurant's delicious barbecued mozzarella and as 
they came to one of the rear tables on the top floor, 
he almost did the wave. 

What a spread! And, he was delighted to 

see, plenty of baked mozzarella. 

Signore Russo raised a hand in greeting. 

He and two other men stood and shook their hands. 
Burke knew them already as the captain of the 
Coast Guard and the chief of Salerno's police 

force. 

Trent bypassed the tasty-looking cheese 

dish and stuffed zucchini blossoms for a slice of 

the thick lemon cake that was the source of the 
heavenly smell. The men all tucked in, washing 
down the impromptu feast with cups of strong 


Italian coffee provided by the pretty waitress 


Burke had met the last time he'd conferred here 
with Signore Russo. 

She batted her eyelids at him. He smiled at 

her but avoided eye contact as he helped himself to 
baked mozzarella oozing with pesto and lemon 
sauce. He slathered it on hot, crusty Italian bread. 
He could feel his toes curling in his tennis shoes. 
Gavin and Jules arrived, both selecting 

slices of sea bass baked on lemon leaves. Gavin 
eyed the tiny glasses of limoncello that the 
waitress had begun to lay out but wisely stuck to 
coffee and water. He pushed his glasses back up 
the bridge of his nose and manfully asked for a 
Cappuccino. 

They all needed their wits about them 

today. 

"So," Signore Russo said, mopping his lips 

with a starched white napkin. "You propose we 
begin the fuel salvage today?" 


Burke swallowed his last sip of coffee and 


nodded. Since Panino was a popular tourist town, 
the men around the table all spoke very good, if 
heavily accented English. 

"Yes. | already talked to Captain Branca 

this morning." Burke nodded at the Coast Guard 
chief. "There are several problems that have 
cropped up and the sooner we address these 
issues, the sooner we can avert disaster." 

He took a breath. "We've been testing the 

water around the shipwreck and we detected that 
some minor pollution has already begun from the 
detergents and disinfectants used on board the 
Bella Donna. There is no indication at all that the 
fuel is leaking, which is a very good sign." 

The Coast Guard captain leaned forward. 

"I saw your report, which has been confirmed by 
the desalinization plant that provides all the 
drinking water for the Amalfi Coast. They agree 
that the salvage mission should begin straight 


away." 


Burke was pleased to hear this. "Jules 

proposes that we begin by drilling holes in the 
Ship's hull to do one final search for the missing 
passengers in the submerged areas of the ship. 
According to the naval divers we talked to last 
night, the stern is one area where some of the 
missing passengers might be found." 

The men listening to him already knew that 
Burke's team had been quietly monitoring the 
seventeen double-bottomed tanks on board the 
Bella Donna and were ready to begin the salvage 
operation at a moment's notice. 

"We have fire department divers on stand- 

by," Captain Branca confirmed. "We'd like to give 
our other divers a rest for today. They are utterly 
exhausted." 

That was probably an understatement. 

Burke nodded his agreement. 

"We propose that the exploration will take 


about two hours, once drilling is completed. It is 


one portion of the ship that hasn't been searched. 
As soon as this investigation concludes, we will 
begin the fuel salvage." He paused. "We know that 
the families of the missing are making emotional 
pleas for the ship to be explored again, but time is 
of the essence." 

He glanced at Jules who began to talk. 

"The reef has already sustained significant 

damage from the ship crashing onto it," the big, 
burly Frenchman reported. "An underwater prairie 
of sea grass that is vital to the ecosystem is already 
destroyed without a drop of oil even being 

spilled." He took a deep breath. "Endangered sea 
sponges and other marine life are also threatened." 
He glanced across the table at Trent, who 

picked up the threads of their report. 

"We believe we can pump the fuel out very 

quickly, within two weeks at the most. Our 
company has a lot of experience doing salvage 


work like this even while body hunts continue. If 


you recall, we were the crew that salvaged the 
passenger ferry in Iceland last summer. We 
worked the whole time rescue crews searched for 
missing people." 

"Not everybody was found," the Coast 

Guard captain said. 

There was a moment of silence as 

everyone absorbed the reality that the same thing 
could happen here. 

"| believe we can begin fuel retrieval and 

work hand in hand with the rescue crews," Burke 
said in a soothing tone. "We've done it before and 
we are willing to do whatever it takes to help the 
people of Panino preserve their pristine reef." 
There was a murmur among the men. 

"And if there is a leak?" Signore Russo 

asked. 

Trent held up a hand. "This type of salvage is 

our specialty. We have a long history of dealing 


with leaks should they occur, but we believe the 


drilling we propose will take some pressure off 
the hull, and give us the added bonus of being able 
to search for more passengers." 

"How exactly do you propose to extract the 

fuel?" Signore Russo asked. He had already had 
this discussion with Burke and Trent but both men 
knew that the environmental minister was asking 
for the benefit of the others. 

Now it was Burke's turn to respond. He was 

aware that if his team did a good job of the fuel 
Salvage they would be more likely to accept his 
offer of salvaging the entire ship, an offer the 
Italian government and the cruise ship company 
that owned the Bella Donna had been reluctant to 
commit to. The ship's salvage would be a huge 
feather in Durang's cap and a personal victory for 
Burke who had now spent twenty-four straight 
months at sea rescuing distressed ocean vessels. 
“Our plan is to hot-tap the fuel tanks once 


the hull has been drilled. This is the best method of 


retrieving the oil with little risk of contamination," 
Burke said. "It's a time-consuming process to set 
up correctly, but in essence what we do is relieve 
pressure on the tanks by diverting the pressurized 
fuel into our own pumping system. 

"Because of the ship's position and the 

possibility of slippage, we believe the drilling is 
our best chance of removing the oil without any 
gasses or fuel leaking out. It is essentially a pure 
transference. Once we are able to access the tanks, 
we will drill each one and pump out the oil before 
moving onto the next tank. 

"You should have all the information | 

printed out for you. | Know you are worried about 
leakage. My suggestion is to put two absorbent 
booms around the ship as a precaution." 

"Good!" Signore Russo said. "I like that." 

"If we begin this afternoon, we should be 

finished, as Trent already suggested, in two 


weeks." Burke paused. "I like to do testing for 


pollutants on the area surrounding a wreck after 
we've completed a task. | will, at that point, ask 
you again about salvaging the entire ship." 

"| have read all your documentation here 

about your... er... hot-tapping," Signore Russo 
said. "I have been advised that it is probably the 
only way to retrieve the fuel at this point." 

He didn't look happy and who could blame 

him? 

The captain of the Bella Donna had been so 

busy showing off to his passengers and now... the 
worst maritime disaster in Italy's history had taken 
place, right on Signore Russo's doorstep. 

"We think so too." Burke stood, his team 

following suit. The men all shook hands. 

"You can contact any one of my executive 

team members any time with any questions you 
might have," Burke assured the men. 
"Wonderful!" Signore Russo enthused as 


Marco burst into the restaurant, camera crew at 


heel. 

"Is there a back exit?" Burke asked the 

waitress. She inclined her head. Burke and his 
team followed her. 

“Come see me tonight," she whispered in 

Burke's ear as he slipped out of the kitchen door. "I 
live in the basement flat next door. Number 
eleven." 

He caught Trent's amused expression but 

stopped himself from registering any type of 
reaction. Poor lady. It was the third time she'd 
invited him to join her in her bed. Boy, was she 
barking up the wrong tree where he was 
concerned. 

He led the way down the hill, calling the 

naval crew from his sat phone. They were in the 
harbor awaiting his instructions. 

A taxi appeared out of nowhere, driving 

the four men to the shoreline. They paused near the 


church where Burke had left the truck and Trent 


jumped out to drive it down to the shoreline behind 
them 

None of the men in the taxi spoke. They 

didn't need to. Each one was anticipating his next 
move in what would undoubtedly be a very long 
day. 

At the harbor, Burke reached into his 

pocket. 

"No!" the driver insisted. " // mio modo di 

dire grazie." Burke knew enough Italian to 
understand the driver was saying, "My way of 
saying thank you." 

"Grazie," he said, his fellow crewmembers 
following suit. 

A lot of the locals had turned up, including 

some of the families of the missing. Word must 
have spread fast that something was happening. 
Burke joined Trent at the rear of the truck. 

They were forced to don their wetsuits again trying 


to avoid people's stares. They carried their 


surfboards to the jetty's edge and plunged into the 
frigid waters. 

l'm gettin’ too old for this shit. Burke 

suddenly felt every bone in his body creaking. It 
seemed like he'd aged a hundred years in the past 
twelve months. He always panicked before a 
Salvage operation and this was a big one. He'd 
raised a Russian nuclear submarine the previous 
winter and had even spoken to the US President 
before the operation. He'd been shit-scared that 
day, but the eyes of the world hadn't been on him 
and his team as they were now. 

He and Trent left the PR crap to Jules and 

Gavin who were much better at dealing with a 
million questions. 

Naval divers awaited them on a small 

launch and helped Burke and Trent on board. 
Everybody seemed tense. They'd discussed the 
salvage drilling several times but now it was 


actually going to happen, Burke sensed the same 


trepidation from these seasoned seamen. 

Burke and Trent watched as the naval 

diving crew of six went overboard, the rest of the 
team monitoring their progress as the six divers 
approached the hull at the exact spot near the stern 
as had been previously discussed. 

Another launch arrived, pulling up beside the 
naval boat. Jules, who had the wheel, waved to 
Burke. Gavin stood beside him, binoculars in 
hand, watching the naval divers working on the 
Bella Donna. 

Six rescue divers from the local fire 

department climbed on board the naval boat, 
receiving orders from the pilot. Jules and Gavin 
took off for the ship on which Burke and his men 
had come to the Amalfi Coast. They'd bring the 
Brigadoon closer to the action as soon as Burke 
gave them the word. The naval divers drilled 
several holes in the hull and gave access to some 


of the submerged parts of the ship to the fire 


department. 

Half an hour after three of the divers 

squeezed into the bowels of the ship, they came out 
again. Two of them were crying. Burke's own eyes 
pricked with tears when he saw the badly 
decomposed body they carried in their arms. 

It was little Maria Catani. She'd perished, 

even though she was wearing a life jacket. It 
almost broke Burke's heart to see that she still 
wore the pretty pink party dress her mother had 
made for her first cruise. She'd lost both shoes and 
a Sock. 

How the hell would her parents ever cope 

with such devastation? 

Chapter Two 

"Sir, the tanker and recovery boat are 

ready," one of Burke's crewmen informed him two 
hours later. 

“Thank you, Steve." Burke was pleased. He 


and eight crewmembers had crawled into the 


frozen hull where the Bella Donna's tanks lay. The 
ship hadn't moved much. There was no storm. 
Conditions were perfect. Now their floating 
platform had been secured to the tanker that would 
take all the siphoned-off fuel away. Burke had also 
sent for an oil recovery vessel in the unlikely event 
they had a leakage. It was their insurance in case 
of a spill. 

His team was in place preparing the ship's 
seventeen tanks for fuel harvesting. Each tank 
would have to be emptied individually. This was a 
painstaking task since the oil could only be 
pumped out when it was warmed to a temperature 
of around fifty degrees Celsius at the exit point. 
The tanks' current internal temperature was 
around seventeen. The first tank was being 
warmed and drilled only at the exit point. The 
process involved two separate holes being 
inserted into each tank. One would be used to 


siphon off oil, the hole beneath it would be used to 


pump seawater into it to prevent a vacuum forming 
and, God forbid, a possible leak or explosion. 

So far, so good. His tanker was large 

enough to carry the salvaged fuel away from the 
wreckage site and also to remove the ship herself. 
His crew had carried out the grounding stages 
quickly and cleanly. Burke had fielded phone calls 
left and right as he and his men climbed the bowels 
of the ship with hoses, pipes, sensors and timing 
devices. 

They were all upset about the discovery of 

the little girl's body. Maria Catani was on 
everybody's mind. Jules in particular took it very 
hard. He was the married father of two little girls 
and went crazy all afternoon until he'd contacted 
his wife and spoken to his kids. 

"| spend too much time away," the big, 

gruff Frenchman grumbled to anyone who'd listen. 
"| have to change that." 


Burke felt bad for the guys he worked with 


who had family waiting for them at home. Burke 
didn't have anyone waiting for him anyplace. He 
glanced over at Trent. There was a time he 
couldn't wait to get back to his cabin to be alone 
with Trent. They'd tried to make it work. For 
Burke, the sex was great but the emotional and 
Spiritual connection just wasn't there. 

Trent was a good-looking, hard-working 

guy. Burke watched him for a moment. Was he 
being too picky? Were companionship and a hot 
fuck as good as it could get between two men? 
No... He'd seen his own father come out 

after years in the military. He'd been with his 
partner for twenty years and Burke had never seen 
him so happy. That's what he wanted. True love. 
He tested the gage on one of the pipes and turned 
his mind back to work. That was all he had. Work 
had his heart. And his soul... 


x OK OK 


Over the next few hours, he kept in touch 


with the Coast Guard captain, Signore Russo, and 
the naval pilot who was on standby in case Burke 
and his crew needed help. Fuel retrieval didn't 
happen instantly and Burke was thorough in his 
work. He believed in taking his time. He'd rather 
take a few extra hours... wait. What the hell was 
that banging sound? 

"Who the fuck is tapping on the pipes?" he 

called out. 

His team members, all of them crawling 

over the ship's tank system, stopped working. 
"Not us, boss," Trent said. "I don't hear any 
tapping." 

"| do," Burke snapped. There was silence 

fora moment. He realized a couple of the three 
men were staring at him as if he was crazy. Trent 
began working again when Burke heard the tapping 
sound once more. 

"Shit. | hear it," Jules said with his heavy 


French accent. His gaze swiveled around. 


"One of the engine rooms," Burke said. He 
called the naval commander, hardly able to keep 
the excitement out of his voice. 

"I think we have a Survivor," he said. 

"You have what?" The response came back 
with a squawk of static and disbelief. 

"You need to get a couple of rescue 

workers here," Burke said. His gaze fell on one 
door in particular. He climbed the upside-down 
hull, scrabbling for purchase as he reached the 
door. 

"Is somebody in there?" 

Tap tap. Tappity tap. 

"Shit!" he said aloud. 

"What is it?" the naval pilot asked. Burke 
forgot the guy was on the other island. 

"| found the survivor." 

"Sending help right away," the pilot said. 
Burke knew he should call the minister of the 


environment... the chief of police... somebody... 


but his brain went into overcome and adapt mode. 
A hangover from his years as a Marine. 

"I'm going to get you out. Hang in there, 
buddy." 

Tap tap . It seemed to him the tapping was 
growing weaker. Who knew how long the poor 
bastard had been trying to get their attention? 
“How do you know it's a man?" Trent 

asked, joining him. He had the drill with him and 
Burke grabbed it with both hands. 

"Just a guess," he replied, gritting his teeth 

as he worked the door. The drill blew off the 
handle lock and he forced the door open. A man 
fell out, into his arms. 

"Merci!" he cried. "Merci!" 

Burke recognized the man from the photos 

he'd seen. It was the French Canadian waiter. 
The man looked awful, but he was alive. 

He clung to Burke. 


"Hold onto me," Burke commanded. "I'm 


going to get you help." 

"My leg is broken," the man said in very 

good English. He seemed exhausted, and of course 
he was. What a hellish ordeal he'd had. He gripped 
Burke with surprising strength and seemed 
delirious as two naval divers arrived with a 

marine stretcher. The waiter... what the hell was 
his name? Gabriel! Yes, Gabriel... just wouldn't 

let go of Burke. 

"He's going to be fine," one of the divers 

said. 

"Don't leave me," Gabriel moaned, his 

fingers pulling fretfully on Burke's hand. The man 
felt very hot. Burke turned to his crew. 

"I'm going out with him until they get him 

on the launch. Be right back." He sensed the poor 
man's terror. 

"| thought | would die," Gabriel said as the 

divers prepared him for transport. "I made my 


peace with God but still he didn't take me." 


Burke felt the emotion rising in him as he 

heard the man's words. Twelve days without food, 
water, without any sign of hope. He was a miracle 
man. 

"Well, I'm sorry we took so long," he said. 

"| didn't hear you at first." 

"I've been banging all day." Gabriel 

frowned. "I think." 

Yeah, poor guy. He'd lost track of time too. 

Burke held his hand as the diving crew moved him 
to the launch. 

"You should come with us. You give him 

comfort," one of the divers said. Burke didn't 
hesitate. He used his free hand to call Trent on his 
sat phone. 

"I'm going ashore with our survivor. Be 

back in a few." 

"Roger." Trent ended the call. Burke sat on 

the deck beside the waiter whose eyes stayed shut 


as the on-board medic began administering fluids 


into his arm. 

"He's so dehydrated it's hard to find a 

vein," the man said. 

When he finally found one and began 
administering the saline solution, Gabriel moaned. 
The slightest movement seemed to put him in 
agony. It was as if he'd held it together until he was 
found and now he was falling apart. 

Out of the ship's dim interior Burke could 

see that Gabriel was in very bad shape. His skin 
was a sickly gray color, his lips cracked and dry. 

His eyes were yellow. He was delirious. 

"You saved my life." Gabriel stared up at 

him, his face gaunt, and his eyes hollow. "Every 
bone in my body hurts." He closed his eyes, turning 
his face away. How weird. Burke had been 

thinking the same thing as he paddled out here on 
his surfboard. 

Gabriel still wouldn't let go of Burke and 


as they arrived at the jetty, his eyes opened and his 


feverish gaze fell on Burke who tried hard not to 
stare at the man holding onto his hand as if it were 
a life preserver. 

x OK OK 
The small group left the launch, an 
ambulance waiting to take Gabriel to the local 
hospital. The mayor rushed over to Burke and 
hugged him. 
"You are a hero! You saved him!" 
"No... no. We were in the right place at the 
right time." Burke saw the film crew recording his 
every move. Didn't these jackasses ever run out of 
film? 
"| have to get back to work," he told 
Gabriel, "but | will come and visit you tonight." 
"We'll take very good care of him! | assure 
you!" Marco slapped Burke on the back so hard 
Burke wanted to deck him in return. A lot of the 
villagers had come out to welcome the ship's 


survivor. Burke wondered how the Catani family 


was coping. 

"Don't go..." Gabriel's voice sounded so 

feeble. 

"I'll be back, | promise." Something made 

Burke drop a kiss on the man's cheek. Gabriel 
smiled and seemed to drift away. 

Burke returned to the launch and found 

Captain Branca waiting for him. 

"You have two hours of light left. | suggest 

we suspend the operation within the hour. We want 
to make sure there are no mistakes. With no 
electricity on the ship, we don't want to risk any 
possibility of a leak." 

"Understood." Burke shook the man's hand 

and returned to the fallen ship. He'd never get used 
to seeing beauty destroyed. His crew was doing a 
fantastic job and it was difficult to wrap things up, 
especially since the second tank had been emptied 
already and it would have been so easy to start 


work on the third, but they'd made a damned good 


Start of it. 

Besides, they all knew they'd be back out 

first thing in the morning. Panino was beautiful... 
idyllic... but the problem with a sleepy, seductive 
seaside town was that there wasn't much light on 
the shore and no underwater system to help. It 
wasn't a big city. 

The crew wrapped up for the evening. Some 

of the men returned to the Brigadoon, the others 
opted to go ashore for a meal. They would all be 
back on the cargo ship by eleven. They'd batten 
down the hatches and launch into action again the 
following day. 

Hitching a ride on the naval launch, Burke 

knew that they'd be happy to take him and the rest 
of his crew back out to the Brigadoon later, but 
Burke, hungry as he was, didn't really have food on 
his mind. He wanted to check on Gabriel. What 
was his last name? 


Bergeron! He remembered the man's last 


name now. 
"Where is he?" Burke asked Signore Russo 

who ushered the salvage crew to an ad-hoc 
Spaghetti dinner at one of the tiny, narrow cafes 
right near the harbor. People stared as they ate and 
many came over and asked questions about the 
salvage operation. 

Burke was feeling very good about this as 

he shoveled food down his jaw. He was so hungry 
he couldn't see straight. As soon as he was able to 
get Signore Russo's attention he asked after 
Gabriel Bergeron. 

"We have no idea how he survived. He 

has... how do you call it? Uremic poisoning." 

Burke wasn't surprised that the man had 

kidney failure after so many days without access to 
water. It explained his sudden sleepiness. 

"Can | see him?" 

Signore Russo smiled. "But of course! | 


must tell you he thought his foot was broken, but in 


fact he dislocated his hip. His entire leg had... 
how you say it? Rotated?" The man looked 
spooked as he reported this. "Could you imagine 
such pain? It has been fixed, but he will be in the 
hospital for a few days. He is a very brave and 
very lucky man." 

Burke and Trent accepted the minister's offer 

to drive them to the private nursing facility where 
Gabriel was being treated. They had the rental 
truck, but Burke felt it was prudent to soend more 
time with Signore Russo. The others chose to stay. 
Jules said quite openly, "I need a drink. Badly." 
Burke's men had earned their glass of wine. They 
all said they'd wait for him and Trent to head back 
out to the Brigadoon. 

Signore Russo drove like a lunatic, his 

passengers clinging for dear life to the nearest 
inanimate object they could get their hands on. The 
journey seemed interminable and to Burke's 


surprise, he discovered they had driven upcountry 


toward Sorrento. 

"It is an excellent hospital," he insisted. It 

didn't look like a hospital, not by American 
standards. Burke was used to unusual facilities all 
over the world but he'd grown up in Chicago and 
he liked big-city hospitals. The staff of the nursing 
facility greeted them cheerfully at the door. 

The minister for the environment lingered 
outside. 

"| need to smoke a cigarette," Signore 

Russo said. "I've been with Gabriel all day." His 
voice dropped. "Don't tell my wife you saw me 
smoking." He sneaked off to crouch between a pair 
of lemon trees and lit up. 

Burke and Trent traded grins and went 

inside. Burke was surprised how modern their 
equipment was. 

"Of course," the hospital director said. 

"We have celebrities who come out here for 


facelifts and we need to keep the latest machinery 


available." 

They found Gabriel in a private room 
overlooking what looked like a cluster of trees. 
There were no lights outside and the curtains 
hadn't been drawn. 

"How are you feeling?" Burke asked, his 

hand reaching for Gabriel's. 

Gabriel squeezed his fingers back. "So 

much better. | dislocated my hip and knee and it 
feels like | am peeing razor blades, eh?" 

Burke grinned; he loved the way Canadians 
spoke. 

"You look so much better. Is there anything 

you need?" 

"I'd like to know what's going on. Nobody 

will tell me. | think they're all afraid I'll fall apart 
or something. How many passengers are still 
missing? Is the ship okay?" 

Burke answered all the man's questions. He 


saw the dismay on Gabriel's face. "I'm sorry | don't 


have better news." 

"You're siphoning off all the fuel?" Gabriel 

leaned back against his pillows. "I would love to 
help. I'm a shipping geek. | took the job when my 
last relationship fell apart. I'm not really a waiter 
but I liked being around the passengers and the 
crew." 

"How did you wind up in the engine 

room?" Burke asked, genuinely curious. 

Gabriel looked blank for a moment. "I have 

no idea. | woke up and | was on the floor. It was 
very hot... at first. And then... wait. | remember 
now! There was a cat. It went in there and | 
wanted to rescue it." 

Burke gaped at him. "There was a cat on 
board?" 

Gabriel shrugged. "He is the crew chef's 

pet. | learned a lot of ship crews take a cat on 
board to keep their morale up. | liked the little 


guy" He lapsed into silence. "I hope he is okay," he 


said after a moment. His voice sounded sleepy. 
Burke waited but it was clear the man had 

fallen asleep again. 

"Did anybody mention a cat to you?" Trent 
asked. 

Burke shook his head. 

"Your boyfriend has a tender heart." 

Burke pulled a face. Obviously Gabriel 

wasn't his boyfriend. Ever since he and Trent had 
broken up, Trent took any opportunity to make 
little jabs if he thought Burke was showing too 
much interest in a man. 

"Is he asleep?" the nurse asked, poking her 

head around the door. She beckoned them out. "It's 
the medicine we gave him for pain." 

"We'll come back tomorrow," Burke said. 

He was intrigued by Gabriel Bergeron. And now, 
he was curious about the ship's cat. 

Outside, the minister for the environment 


had finished his second cigarette and pocketed 


both butts as he popped a mint into his mouth. 
"Did anybody mention that there was a cat 

on board the ship?" 

Signore Russo looked startled. "A cat?" He 

ran a hand over his face. "No... | never heard 
about this. What did Gabriel say?" 

Burke repeated what he'd been told. 

"Ay-yay-yay." Signore Russo looked 

spooked. "It's bad enough that we've learned there 
may be more missing passengers than we first 
thought." 

Burke frowned. "What do you mean?" 

"| mean that Gabriel told me that there 

were some unregistered guests, people the captain 
allowed on board. He says they were people with 
urgent medical problems he agreed to transport for 
free to Rome. One of them had hepatitis and he 
was isolated in a cabin from the rest of the 
passengers. Gabriel took him food. He said this 


was one of the people he was looking for when the 


ship keeled over." 

Signore Russo walked to his car, Trent and 

Burke keeping pace with him. 

“Now we have a missing cat. The animal 

lovers will go berserk. First we have a dead five- 
year-old girl... now this." 

The minister for the environment drove 

back to Panino, a scowl on his face, looking so 
worried about the latest turn of events that Burke 
couldn't think of a single thing to say. Trent was 
asleep in the back seat of Signore Russo's Peugeot. 
They picked up the other crewmembers at the 
restaurant and made it back to the launch. 

Burke was exhausted, but wired as they 

returned to the Brigadoon. As they got off the 
launch, he turned and looked back at Panino. It 
glowed like a handful of jewels in a giant's dark 
paw. The little town was simply stunning at night. 
He could hear music and laughter... could even 


see candlelight glimmering in a couple of 


windows. How nice it would feel to belong... 
somewhere. 

He grabbed the surfboards he and Trent 

had left on the deck earlier that day. It seemed like 
a lifetime ago. After checking in with his boss 

back in Manchester by radio, Burke went to his 
cabin. He showered quickly, brushed his teeth and 
set his alarm for four. He was a little surprised 
when Trent knocked on his door. 

"Fuck, | miss you," Trent said, barging into 

the room. 

Burke stared at him. He didn't want to have 

a conversation like this with Trent in the hallway. 
What they had done in the privacy of their cabins 
had been one thing. But they'd always maintained a 
respectable front. Some of his crew was aware 

that Burke was gay but he didn't advertise it. Being 
with Trent, then breaking up with him had been 
difficult and painful. Especially when they were 


stuck on the same tub. 


He was about to send Trent back to his room, 

but something overcame him. He drew the man to 
him by the scruff of his neck. /ee-zus. How could 
you still want to fuck a man so badly when you no 
longer wanted to love him? It was a question that 
haunted him for months. 

Trent returned his kisses feverishly as 

Burke kick-shut the door. Burke was surprised at 
the gnawing, sexual hunger that suddenly ignited in 
his belly. All his good intentions in protecting 

Trent from him flew out the window. Trent was a 
big boy. He knew what the score was. Aw... shit. 
Burke's hands flew to the waistband of Trent's 
sweatpants. 

Correction. Burke's sweatpants. They were 

his navy blue ones from Camp Atterbury, when 
Burke had begun basic Marine Corps training in 
Detroit, Michigan. When they'd been together they 
often privately wore each other's clothes. It had 


been so hot then. Now it was... fuck it, even 


hotter. How amazing that this sexy man wanted him 
so much. 

He kissed Trent, shoving him against the 

cabin door as he locked it, his cock grinding 
against Trent's. Both men could hardly breathe but 
didn't seem to care. 

Burke wanted Trent. He wanted to fuck 

him... to possess him. He grabbed the other man to 
him by his ass cheeks. They'd belonged to him 
once. He slid the sweats down Trent's thighs, his 
bare bubble butt feeling deliciously cool against 

his fingers. 

He kissed his way down Trent's chest as 

the man's huge cock sprang against Burke's hip 
bone. Burke could feel the cockhead leaking 
against his skin and rubbed his thumb to it, sucking 
it. Sweet. As usual. Trent had the tastiest juices. 
Fuck, he'd forgotten how sweet the man was. 

Burke knelt before him, sucking Trent into 


his hot mouth. Trent stifled a moan. They were 


both loud by nature and had turned each other on 
so much there was a time when they'd docked in 
Barcelona and they'd left the ship to check into a 
hotel so they could scream and shout their mutual 
pleasure for one blissful weekend. 

And then Trent had to go and use the L 

word and it all fell apart. 

Burke released Trent so he could lick the 

man's thighs. He had the most wonderful, muscular 
legs. In his training days, Trent had been an 
Olympic swimmer and still had an athlete's body. 
His smooth skin was a treasure. 

"God you drive me crazy," Trent 

whispered as Burke reached the man's knees. 
"Back at you." Burke straightened. "Get in 

my bed. Right now." Burke kept his hand on 
Trent's ass as he shuffled to the bed, the 
sweatpants pooling around his ankles. He climbed 
onto the bed on his knees, his ass in the air. 


Burke lost no time in dropping to the floor, 


grabbing those succulent globes, and dived tongue 
first into Trent's ass. He licked and sucked Trent, 
his fingers closing around the man's balls. He had 
the prettiest ball sac Burke had ever seen. He was 
aware of Trent tugging on his cock and brushed his 
hand away. Burke had a feeling the guy was close 
to coming and flipped him over. Trent's cock 
clubbed him in the face. Burke put some kisses on 
it, ignoring it fora moment to focus on Trent's 

balls and ass. Testily, he shoved the sweatpants 
from Trent's feet, lifted them so that Trent's knees 
jutted against his chest. 

"Suck me," Trent rasped as Burke worked 

the man's ass hole with lips and tongue. 

Trent held his cock toward Burke who 

finally caved in, swallowing Trent's shaft whole. 

He relaxed his throat, knowing that Trent loved the 
way Burke deep-throated him. Trent babbled under 
his breath, his whole face changing as he started to 


come. 


Burke closed his eyes, focusing on the task 

at hand as Trent humped his face. Burke reached 
under Trent's ass cheek to slide a finger inside 
him. Hot and tight. 

As soon as Trent stopped shooting, Burke 

climbed on the bed beside him. Trent's hands went 
to Burke's cock. Trent began to suck him, but 
Burke wanted to fuck the man. Now. He had no 
rubbers. He hadn't been expecting a hot fuck 
tonight. 

"| don't give a shit if we have no condoms. 

Fuck me," Trent insisted when Burke explained his 
problem. They'd often barebacked as a couple, but 
now they weren't... 

"Wait," Burke said. "I do have a rubber." 

Trent grinned. "Not the emergency one?" 

Burke returned the smile. It had been a gag 

gift Trent had given him. It was somewhere in the 
cabin... but where? He rummaged through the box 


where he kept books and other personal items. 


There was the small, framed condom in lurid, 
psychedelic colors in a fake emergency glass with 
a tiny hammer. He cracked the case open. 
“"Lubed," he said as he tore open the 

condom package. "Handy." 

"You're still hot," Trent said, gazing up at 

him. "You look like a human lava lamp!" 

"Is that sexy?" Burke winced as he glanced 

at the end result of purple and green splotches 
dangling from his cock. He was thankful he was 
still hard. 

"Yeah." Trent stared into his eyes. "Very 

sexy." 

Burke picked up Trent's feet, pushed the 

man's knees back and began sucking his ass once 
more. Trent whimpered with desire. Burke had 
forgotten that delicious little sound and how he'd 
once lived to coax it from him. 

Trent reached around his thigh to grab 


Burke's cock. He pressed it against his hole. 


"Give it to me." 

Burke obeyed. He couldn't believe how 

tight Trent felt. As he always had, Trent clutched 
Burke's ass with greedy fingers, putting him 
exactly where he wanted Burke. Nice and deep. 
Burke fucked him with abandon, Trent meeting his 
every thrust. Burke reached between their bodies, 
balancing himself with one hand as he jerked Trent 
with the other. Burke wanted to hold out but it had 
been so long and Trent felt so good, that he shot 
like a cannon. The sensation was blissful. He came 
too soon for Trent but stayed inside him until 
Trent, grabbing his own cock and pumping it, came 
all over them both. 

Burke leaned down and kissed him. 

"I'll buy some more rubbers tomorrow," 

Trent said, his voice sounding groggy. "Though | 
may not find any in Panino. It's so Catholic. They 
don't believe in condoms, do they?" 


Both men laughed. When Burke rolled off 


Trent, he pulled the rubber from his cock and 
tossed it to the floor. His heart still beat wildly in 
his chest. Hot damn. What a spicy little fuck. 

Burke sighed when Trent kissed him. He fell 
asleep, Trent in his arms, his damp head tucked 
under Burke's chin. 

In spite of his sexual release, Burke was 

tormented all night long by thoughts of flying cats 
and floating human bodies. At four o'clock, he beat 
the alarm, turning it off before it could ring. He 
was exhausted but enjoyed beating the clock. He 
liked depriving himself sometimes of creature 
comforts such as a few extra minutes sleep. It kept 
him sharp. His thoughts flew to Gabriel Bergeron. 
What had he called himself? A shipping geek. And 
to think he'd spent so many days locked in an 
engine room. What a way to bust his ocean-going 
cherry on a major maritime disaster. 

Burke tried to shift his body from Trent's 


but the other man threw his leg over him. 


"I see some things haven't changed. You're 

still in a rush to get up. Aren't you tired?" 

Burke kissed the top of Trent's head. It had 
always been a bone of contention between them 
that he didn't like to linger in bed. Burke had... 
way back when, but the truth was, he didn't love 
Trent and it had seemed like a bad idea to prolong 
their physical and emotional contact. Breaking up 
had sucked. Fuck. And now he'd gone and jumped 
the guy's succulent bones again... 

"I'm worried about the Bella Donna," Burke 

said. "I have a bad feeling they're gonna find more 
bodies." 

Trent yawned and stretched. He was hard 

again. Burke could feel the rigid shaft against his 
belly. Ah, joyous morning wood. Burke couldn't 
resist reaching under the covers to touch it. Trent 
moved away from him. 

"Is that why you wriggled around all 


night?" 


Burke opened his mouth to respond but 

Trent was on him, under the covers. Aw... shit. 
Trent's lips had encircled his cock. His mouth 
moved down Burke's shaft, but Burke began to 
worry about the taste. He had been wearing the 
emergency rubber after all. 

"You okay down there?" he asked. Seconds 

later Trent gripped Burke's ass in his hands and 
rose to his knees on the bed, the covers falling 
away from them. The lower half of Burke's body 
came off the bed as Trent lifted it to his face. He 
sucked for a moment more, before coming off 
Burke's cock for a moment. 

"I'm just peachy." He wiggled his 

eyebrows and went back to work. Burke had 
forgotten how good it felt to have Trent massaging 
his ass cheeks and tailbone as he sucked his cock. 
He'd had the most mind-blowing orgasms this way 
and he held his breath as Trent came away from 


him again. 


He propped Burke's feet onto his 

shoulders, hunkering down to suck Burke's balls 
one at a time into his hungry mouth. 

Burke felt Trent's fingers digging deep into 

the muscles in his lower back, a finger, then two, 
Sliding deep inside him. Trent released Burke's 
balls and began sucking his cock again, bobbing up 
and down like he was attempting to reach an apple 
in a pail of water. He came all the way back to the 
base of Burke's cock, pulled up again and then 
sucked Burke in once more, keeping his mouth 
very tight. 

"Oh, God!" Burke's legs flew over Trent's 
shoulders, Trent putting everything he had into his 
killer blow job. Burke came, with Trent holding 

his ass in both hands, gripping him tightly. When 
Trent released him, Burke felt shards of gold and 
red light igniting at the back of his eyes. He 
couldn't speak and he couldn't move. 


Trent chuckled. "I think I just blew your 


brains out." 

"Yes, you mad fucker. You did." 

“There's more where that came from. Come 

on, take a shower with me." 

They stood together in Burke's tiny stall, 

their last few private moments surprisingly tender 
as they soaped one another's bodies. Trent dried 
off quickly and left Burke's cabin without a word. 
They'd both entered work mode. That, or maybe 
Trent was a little pissed that Burke hadn't blown 
him in the shower... the way he used to. 

What the fuck ever. They had a job to do. 

And they weren't officially lovers anymore. 

He dried off, brushed his teeth and tried to 

figure out what to do with his stupid hair. He gave 
up. It would spike out in front no matter what he 
did. He slipped into pants, a thick sweater and 
work boots and made his way to the pilot deck. He 
cursed the fact that his wet suit was in his rental 


truck back in Panino. He'd retrieve it later. 


Trent was already in the pilot room, as was 

his pilot, Igor. Both men were sipping coffee. He 
wondered who'd made it. If it was Igor, it would 

be next to undrinkable. He liked it strong enough to 
put hairs on a man's chest. Well... Burke was 
having a bad hair day anyway. He helped himself 
to a cup and gazed out to sea. 

The lights of most of the houses in Panino 

still glimmered. Dawn came early on this side of 
the coast. He stared at the staged terraces built into 
the mountains. He could imagine living here. But 
he shouldn't. His life was the sea. 

"The media is really excited about the 

salvage," Igor said. "We did great yesterday." 

"Yes, we did." Burke tried not to grimace 

as he swallowed some coffee. Fuck, it was worse 
than usual. 

"What the hell is that?" Igor was staring out 

the window. 


Aw... Shit. A life vest. And a pair of arms. 


Double shit! A body? Well... they wanted to 
recover more passengers, but Burke was already 
worrying about the salvage operation. 

"Fuck me dead!" Igor squawked. "It looks 

like a body just floated out of the Bella Donna!" 
Chapter Three 

Igor glanced at him. "I think it's a woman." 

He handed the binoculars to Burke who looked and 
passed them on to Trent. 

"Yeah. Looks like it. Long dark hair. 

Fuck." Burke took a deep breath. "Alert the Coast 
Guard and rouse our men. | want everyone ready 
for action in half an hour. | don't want the Coast 
Guard to use this as an excuse to abort the salvage 
operation... 

fuck... 

she 

must 

have 


been 


somewhere near the hull. What the hell was 
there?" 

"The stern," Trent reminded him. 

Igor picked up the hand mike for the radio. 

"I'm on it, Captain." 

Burke and Trent lost no time in taking one 

of the lifeboats over to the downed ship. They 
reached the woman's floating body before the 
Coast Guard. They pulled her into the boat. As 
long as he lived, Burke would never forget how 
gruesome it was to see such a badly decomposed 
body. Long exposure to the water had caused 
severe skin slippage. It was like touching a huge 
piece of soap that had been in the water for 
months. Her body was bloated, her features 
distorted. She didn't even look real, but she 
smelled awful. That was real enough. 

The Coast Guard's launch reached the two 

men and the crew took possession of the poor 


woman. 


"You just found her... floating?" one of the 

officers asked Burke. 

"She kind of... popped out of the hull." He 
shrugged. 

"We need to investigate further," the officer 

said. 

"Of course. | understand. And we will do 
everything we can to help. We can all work 
together." 

The officer opened his mouth but Burke's 

sat phone was ringing in his pocket. It was Signore 
Russo. 

"| have heard the news and there are two 

naval divers on their way this minute to the ship. | 
want you to continue your operations, but they must 
be allowed to search for more passengers." 
"Absolutely," Burke said. "We must all 

work together." He kept his gaze on the officer's 
face. The officer looked away. 


Two hours later, Burke and his team were 


working on the third tank when rescue divers found 
a second woman's body thanks to the hull being 
opened up. 

"She was in the Internet cafe," Trent 

informed Burke and the rest of the crew. "Had to 
get in one final tweet | suppose." 

Gallows humor was typical on board ships 

and the moment of laughter lightened up the 
tension. Pretty soon everybody was back at work. 
As always, Burke lost track of time and was 
pleased to be able to tell Signore Russo that the 
third tank had just been opened late in the 
afternoon. Seven to go. Whoa, boy, don't get 
ahead of yourself. 

He stretched out his shoulders as Signore 

Russo told him how pleased he was. 

"I am glad your crew has been able to 

work with the rescue team so... efficiently." His 
sudden exhalation suggested that Russo might be 


smoking a cigarette. 


"| have a request from the mayor and 

several local families," Signore Russo said, 
between very obvious puffs. "We would like to 
provide dinner for your whole crew tonight. 
Several of the women will be cooking. We will 
dine al fresco in the town square. Please say yes." 
"Yes, we'd enjoy that very much." Burke 

knew public relations was vital, especially now. 
He still wanted to snap up the ship salvage and he 
hoped tonight Signore Russo would make him a 
happy man. 

"| have invited our young waiter from the 

ship, Signore Gabriel. He is anxious to get out of 
his hospital bed." 

"Isn't he sick?" Burke asked, Surprised. 

"He is recovering nicely and wants to be 
outdoors... for a few hours. You can understand 
that, surely?" 

"Of course." Burke found himself feeling 


excited at the prospect of seeing the French 


Canadian cat lover again. He found himself 
smiling. His gaze flew to Trent's bent head. Why 
did he suddenly feel so guilty? 

* k 
By the time they broke work for the day, 
the third tank had been emptied and thoroughly 
cleaned. The ship was holding up well to all the 
activity. Burke and his crew were confident that 
there was little chance of the ship breaking up and 
if their steady, productive pace continued they 
would be finished in two weeks, as predicted. 
They all traveled by naval launch to the little 
seaport, where a lot of the locals gathered to meet 
them. It was very touching how many people 
pressed bottles of homemade limoncello, cakes 
and bread into their hands. They were treated like 
conquering war heroes. Several taxis and a few 
private vehicles ferried them up the mountain 
roads toward the town square, called Flavio 


Giola. 


They had to get out and walk to the street 

itself, which was very narrow and paved with 

large cobblestones. The center of the street 
featured a tall iron hitching post, where a long time 
ago people had tethered their horses. Tiny, 
expensive boutiques filled the square. Several long 
tables had been assembled, decorated with 
flowers and fruit. It was all so beautiful. Burke 
couldn't remember the last time he'd had a 
delicious, home-cooked meal. Oh, yes, he could. 
The last time he'd gone to visit his mom... three 
years ago. Guilt bit at him. He had to do better. He 
had to see her more often. The memory of the poor, 
drowned woman he'd pulled into the lifeboat that 
morning flashed into his mind. He'd call his 
mother, right after dinner. 

From where he was sitting, he had a 

magnificent view of the ocean, the downed ship 
and his own collection of salvage vessels. He 


accepted a glass of red wine from a buxom woman 


who pinched his cheeks and saw to his delight that 
the nurse he'd met the night before at the hospital 
was escorting Gabriel toward the empty seat 
beside him. He was wearing mismatched pajamas 
and a too-big button-down gray cardigan. He held 
the nurse's arm, taking very small steps, walking 
with great concentration. 

Gabriel smiled when he glanced up and 

caught Burke's gaze. They gazed at each other and 
something weird happened in Burke's heart and his 
cock. They did an odd little flip-flop. He couldn't 
remember the last time he'd had this kind of 
reaction to a man. Nothing else existed in that 
moment but helping him. He held onto Gabriel's 
Slightly shaky arm a little longer than necessary. 
Not that anybody noticed. 

People were racing around with chairs and 

glasses and plates of spaghetti. Some local 
musicians began to play their accordions and 


banjoes... their songs filling the dusk with the kind 


of music Burke only heard in foreign movies. 

He felt himself relaxing for the first time in 
months... years... 

"| will find you some soup. No solid 

food... yet," the nurse warned Gabriel. "But | will 
permit you a half glass of wine." 

"Don't let me drink," Gabriel warned 

Burke who held the communal decanter in his 
hand. "I'm a cheap drunk." 

"Good to know," Burke said, inexplicably 

warming to the man even more. He poured Gabriel 
a glass of red wine and toasted him. 

"To your health." 

"And yours." Gabriel's gaze bored into his. 

Burke had the strange sensation of free-falling. 
And suddenly... he couldn't wait to fall in love 
again. 

A few of the locals made speeches. The 

mayor made two until somebody stuck a bread roll 


in his mouth and everybody laughed. 


Burke gazed up and down the tables at his 
crewmembers and worried a little that Jules and 
Gavin, among others, were having way too much 
fun with some of the local women. He normally 
turned a blind eye to his crew's dry land 
festivities, but they were going to be here two 
weeks and he didn't want to risk a rash of 'holiday' 
romances. He suddenly understood exactly how 
Captain Cook must have felt when they first 
arrived in Hawaii and he'd begged his crew to stay 
on board. He knew they were all infected with 
syphilis and didn't want them spreading the disease 
to the local women. 

They all ignored him and went ashore. It 

was the beginning of the end of the Hawaiian 
race... and a shortcut to Cook's own violent 
demise. 

He tried not to think such negative thoughts 

but it was hard. He knew his men were horny and 


they'd soon pair off after some good food and free 


wine. 

"You look worried," Gabriel said, his hand 
sneaking to Burke's thigh under the table cloth. 
Burke grinned at him. 

"Sorry. | was just thinking... tragedy 

brought us all together." 

"It's true." Gabriel took a spoonful of soup. 
"Mmm... this is good." 

“How are you feeling?" Burke asked him. 

“Better today. | get a bit shaky from the 

meds. Do you think that lady who wants to dance 
on the tabletop over there will break it?" 

No sooner had he asked the question, she 

broke it. Everybody laughed, but there was warmth 
to the catcalls so that even the lady in question 
giggled. 

"You look happy." 

Trent. 

Damn. In the midst of all the gaiety, Burke 


had forgotten all about Trent who sat opposite him, 


glowering. Burke felt a strong pang of guilt. 

He picked up the decanter in front of him. 

"Would you like some wine?" 

Trent frowned. "You know | hate red 

wine." He picked up his glass of white, glancing 
from Burke to Gabriel and back again. "Or maybe 
you just don't give a shit." 

Burke gaped at him. It was an asinine thing to 

say in public and unforgivable when the people of 
Panino were trying so hard to thank the crew of the 
Brigadoon and all the other rescue workers. 
Burke's silence must have spoken volumes because 
Trent glanced away again, a guilty look on his 

face. 

Gabriel was busy slurping soup, but Burke 

noticed the man's hands shaking a few minutes 
later. 

"| guess | overdid it," Gabriel said, looking 
mournful. "I'm so tired all of a sudden." 


"It's the medicine," his nurse said. It was 


obvious she didn't want to leave the party, but 
Burke didn't mind. 

"I can take him back to the hospital. You 

stay and enjoy yourself." Burke worked hard to 
ignore Trent's derisive snort. 

"Are you sure?" She didn't wait for a 

response. "Take my car. It's the red Fiat at the 
bottom of the hill. Bring it back." She sipped her 
wine. "In one piece, please." 

Burke grinned. "I'll do my best." 

He helped Gabriel out of his seat and down 

the long set of stairs to the street below. The man 
leaned against him, his energy waning fast. 
"I've taken you away from your boyfriend." 
Gabriel's voice cracked. 

"| don't have a boyfriend." 

"Oh, | apologize. | thought—" 

"He's my ex." 

Gabriel shot him an inquisitive look. "I 


think he would like to change that." 


"We work together. We get along." Burke 

paused. "We have to." 

They rested for a moment on the stairs, 

Burke gazing down at the sea spread beneath them. 
That was the first time he noticed that Gabriel 
wore mismatched running shoes that matched the 
rest of his ugly, cobbled-together outfit. Gabriel 
leaned against him again and Burke could feel the 
man's body trembling. He was cold. 

He slipped a protective arm around him. 

"Are you okay?" 

Gabriel nodded. "My body has been going 

through weird changes the last two days. | can't 
complain. I'm alive. But right now | feel... a bit... 
seasick." 

Burke couldn't imagine what Gabriel was 

dealing with. They stopped every few steps until 
they reached the Fiat. Burke let Gabriel into the 
passenger side and buckled him in, closing the 


door. He ran around to the driver's side. 


"Do you like my stylish get-up?" Gabriel 

asked, a slow smile spreading across his face. 
"It's charming," Burke said. "I hear bum 

couture is all the rage." 

Gabriel grinned. "You know... my feet 

have been bothering me and | just realized my 
shoes are on the wrong feet. I'm way too tired to 
switch them. Am | pathetic or what?" 

"Oh, my God. You poor thing! You're not 
pathetic. I'll swap them for you." 

Burke climbed out of the car since the Fiat 

was too tiny to do much in. When he reached the 
passenger side, Gabriel seemed exhausted. He 
leaned against the headrest. 

Burke reached in to help lift out Gabriel's 

feet. The man's borrowed pajamas fell open and 
Gabriel's cock slid out of the opening. Holy moly, 
he was frickin' huge! 

Wow! 


Gabriel's eyes stayed shut, his breathing even. 


Frickin, fuckin' hell, he was asleep! Burke took 
the man's cock and began to tuck it back into the 
pajamas again. 

Gabriel's eyes flew open. He seemed feverish 

as he stared at his cock in Burke's fist. How 
embarrassing! 

"I can explain." / think. 

Gabriel grimaced. "It's all right. People 

have been tucking me back into these damned 
jammies all day. There wasn't much of a selection. 
It was either these or a pair of Spongebob 
Squarepants sweats. Maybe | shoulda picked 
those." 

These are perfect. Shit. I'm still holding 

his cock! 

"| can lend you some things. I'll bring them 

to you tomorrow," Burke said, switching out 
Gabriel's shoes. 

"Thanks." 


"No problem." Burke closed the door and 


got back into the driver's seat. He was no size 
queen but there was no way he could ignore a 
gargantuan offering like Gabriel's. How big was 
it? Ten, eleven inches? He was having rabid 
fantasies about conquering that monster already. 
Down, boy. He's recuperating. Besides... 

you're leaving in a couple of weeks. 

He started the engine and suddenly realized 

he didn't know how to actually get to the hospital. 
And in that moment, he really didn't care. He'd 
much rather be fooling around with Moby's Dick. 
"Is there a problem?" Gabriel suddenly 

asked. His voice sounded groggy. 

Burke pulled out his sat phone. "I need to 

Google the hospital but | don't even know what it's 
called." 

"Don't worry | can direct you there. | have 

it memorized." Gabriel shifted in his seat. "I filed 
it away coming down here. I'll just reverse the 


directions. Navigation is my passion." 


"Is it really?" 

They began a discussion about travel and 

their shared passion for ships. 

"| read every sea captain's journal | can get 

my hands on," Gabriel said. "Turn left here by the 
lemon tree." 

Burke dutifully turned. 

"I am particularly fascinated by Spanish 
explorers. My favorite is Juan Gateano who 
discovered Hawaii in 1542." Gabriel shifted in his 
seat again. "He was there two-hundred years 
before Captain Cook but wasn't credited with its 
discovery because he left the islands intact when 
he sailed back to Spain." 

Burke 

turned 

and 

stared 

at 


him, 


incredulous. He braked hard. It was a good thing 
nobody was behind him. 

Gabriel grimaced at him. "I Suppose you 

think I'm crazy, that my beliefs have no credibility 
with some people." 

"On the contrary," Burke said. "I've often 

felt that his reports were true. Gateano's ship 
discovered some amazing places, like the Mariana 
and Caroline Islands." 

Gabriel sat up in his seat, excited. "I'm 

reading a journal by a Spanish explorer right 
now..." His face fell. "Well, | was. Lord knows 
where that book is now. Probably gone, along with 
the rest of my belongings." He frowned. "It was 
expensive, too." 

"I'm sorry," Burke said, and meant it. 

Gabriel's face looked dreamy. "I've 

memorized chunks of it. He said there were 
Spanish shipwrecks in the Hawaiian Islands. I've 


been wondering if maybe they're still there." 


"Wait a minute. Are you talking about Don 
Francisco de Paula Marin's biography?" 

Gabriel grinned. "Yes, | am! You know it?" 

"Know it? | have it. I'll let you read it." 

The two men stopped talking for a moment. 

It was bizarre that this should be such a 
coincidence. 

"I've always loved shipwrecks," Gabriel 

said, filling the void. "My husband often said | was 
crazy." 

Silence weighed between them again. 

Husband. So, he was gay. 

"You're married? He must be frantic with 

worry about you." 

Gabriel shook his head. "Nah. We got 

divorced. Long story. Once we split | saw no 
reason to hang around Montreal anymore. I've 
always wanted to work on a ship and the first job 
that came up was this one. | joined the ship in 


Vancouver and we went to Spain and then here." 


He shot a grin at Burke. "Lucky me, eh?" 

No, lucky me. | got to meet you. Burke 

refrained from saying the words aloud. He 

followed Gabriel's directions back to the hospital 
and as he pulled up to it, Gabriel said, "I read 
every one of Louis Becke's books. | actually 
wanted to be a supercargo." 

He looked a little bashful admitting this. 

Burke said quickly, "You can still do it. | 

mean, if you still have a love of ships after what 
you've just been through then you really are a man 
of the sea." 

Gabriel's expression brightened. "Hey, do 

you think maybe | could get a job with your ship? | 
mean you're supposed to be here at least two 
weeks. | can get better in no time. I'll do anything." 
He paused. "I Know more than most how short life 
is. | feel this can't be a coincidence that you and | 
met." 


"No... you're right. We'll see. Concentrate 


on getting well." 

Burke's thoughts flew in directions that 

were unnatural for him. He was strongly attracted 
to Gabriel and felt an inexplicable connection. If 
they... got closer, that would be the second 
crewmember he'd be getting involved with. And 
Trent. Shit. What about Trent? 

He knew he didn't have these powerful 

emotions for the man, hot as he was. Burke 
worried too that if he did give Gabriel a job, there 
was a Ship hierarchy. He'd be a crewmember but 
officers and crew didn't fraternize. 

Shit... l'm getting ahead of myself. 

"Why are you staring at me?" Gabriel 

asked. 

Burke shook his head. "Sorry. Deep in 

thought." 

"Are you worried about the salvage 

mission?" 


"Yeah. Actually, | am." 


He opened the door, trotted to the 

passenger side and helped Gabriel out of the 
passenger seat. His cock fell out of the pajama 
bottoms again. He was hard. 

ARRRGGH! Burke longed to touch him. The 

man's handsome looks, the dark and starry night, 
the fragrant lemon trees... it was like a scene from 
a high-class gay porn film. 

No... | can't do it. 

Gabriel tucked himself back in. "Sorry. | 

haven't met a man who's attracted my attention the 
way you do, in a very long time." 

"No problem." Burke swallowed hard. 

Gabriel kept his hand over his crotch as Burke 
took his arm and led him inside. 

"Please let me go the rest of the way on my 

own. This is embarrassing." 

"No. It's not." You're hot. | want you. 

Gabriel kissed his cheek. "Merci. Good 


night. And ah... if you wouldn't mind lending me 


something a little less revealing tomorrow, that 
would be awesome." 

"Twill." 

Burke kissed Gabriel's cheek. The man 

smiled, dipped his head and shuffled inside the 
Small hospital. 

When Burke returned to the dinner party, it 

was in full swing but most of his crew was 

missing. He returned the keys to the nurse who 
said, "Your men will sleep well tonight. They all 
have sexy time in Panino!" 

Shit! Burke gazed up and down the street. 

Who knew where his crewmembers were? He 
could hardly start hammering on doors and asking 
for their whereabouts. Besides, they were all 
grown men capable of making their own decisions. 
He hauled himself down to the shore. The 

naval launch was there. He grabbed his and Trent's 
surfboards out of the truck and the pilot took him to 


the Brigadoon. Dragging the surfboards up to the 


ship, he encountered a few of his crewmembers 
who were all drunk. 

None of his executive crew was there. 

Where the hell was Trent? 

Burke took his surfboard to his cabin and 

left Trent's in the pilot room. He greeted the crew 
that was in there playing chess and drinking coffee. 
Burke helped himself to a cup. He returned to his 
cabin, putting calls through to both his parents. 
Naturally, he got their voice mail, but left them 
messages telling them he loved and missed them. 
He suddenly, for the first time in a long, 

long time, felt very alone. 

Burke lay on his bunk, fiddling with his 

satellite radio until he heard the haunting melody 
of Adele's Someone Like You . He lay, with his 
hands under his head, listening to her singing. He 
fell asleep dreaming of a handsome French 
Canadian man with a whale of a dick. 


Chapter Four 


Everything was crazy now. They were still in 

the drilling stages. It was taking longer than Burke 
thought it would, and every single hour of daylight 
was not to be wasted. Unfortunately, his dreams 
about the gorgeous French Canadian they'd rescued 
on the Bella Donna, remained just that. He'd not 
had to time to even go and see Gabriel at the clinic 
for almost four days. And although the town's 
people kept offering to feed his crew, they were 

all so dog-tired after the work, everyone fell into 
bed, shoving sandwiches in their mouths to keep 
from starvation. 

On the fifth day, the weather did not 

cooperate at all. The temperature dipped and they 
had to suspend operations for a few hours. This 
kept Burke's phone ringing constantly. When will 
you resume? He almost said, "I'm not the damn 
weather man! Give me a break," but he managed to 
hold on to his temper. 


As he sat in his cabin, his mind turned to 


Gabriel. He wanted to see him. He actually fought 
the urge for a little while then caved. "What the 
hell?" He had promised to bring the guy some 
clothes. He hadn't even done that and now he felt 
guilty about it. He put some clothes and a couple of 
books together and left his cabin. 

Trent sat drinking coffee in the galley. He 

glanced at Burke when he walked in with a bag in 
his hand, and checked his watch. "Was wondering 
how long it would take you." 

"Huh?" 

"You know, how long it would take before 

you went to visit that hot Canadian at the clinic." 
"Trent," Burke sighed heavily. "I'm just..." 

He trailed off. 

"I know you're not mine," Trent said softly. 

"Go on. There's not much I can do about it." 

Burke searched for something to say. He was 
going to say that he'd promised to bring Gabriel 


some clothes, but it would sound like an excuse. 


Hell, it was an excuse. There was nothing to say, 
so he just walked by. 

He took one of the lifeboats ashore. The 

truck wasn't there. He couldn't remember when 
he'd last seen it. He hailed one of the three taxis 
waiting at the breakfront and went to the clinic. 
When he got there, he asked the nurse where 
Gabriel was. 

"In the lounge," she replied, pointing to a 

big room at the end of the hallway, "watching 
television." 

" Grazie mille." Burke headed down the 

hallway. 

Some Italian soap opera was playing. A large 
buxom woman was sobbing into her hankie whilst 
a young woman in a mini skirt presented her rock 
star-like boyfriend. Burke scanned the room. There 
were several people in housecoats sitting around. 
First scan and he missed the young man he sought. 


Then he scanned again and he caught his breath. 


Was that him? Was that the guy they'd rescued 
off the ship? Damn. Today, Gabriel was dressed. 
Someone must have given him some clothes. He 
sat slumped in a chair in the corner, wearing blue 
jeans that actually seemed the right size, with a 
snug fitting dark blue t-shirt. He had on white sport 
shoes, on the right feet this time. He looked bored, 
his chin in his hand as he tried to focus on the 
screen. 

Burke watched him for a moment, smiling. 

His hair was jet black and thick. It touched wide 
shoulders and fell attractively over his forehead. 
As he approached, Burke noticed there was a hint 
of a shadow on his jaw, maybe deliberate, and 
oh... my... his eyes were blue, cobalt blue, with 
thick black lashes. He hadn't noticed before. 
Maybe he'd been too preoccupied by... and yes, 
his gaze went there, to that definitive bulge 
between his Canadian's thighs. My Canadian? 


When in hell had he started thinking of Gabriel 


Bergeron as his Canadian? French too... with such 
a huge... 

"Burke!" His Canadian interrupted his dirty 

mind when he noticed that he was standing there. 
"You came." 

Gone was the pale skin and yellowish tint. 

Gabriel looked as if he was back in fighting form, 
even though he still could probably stand to put on 
a few pounds. 

Burke grinned. "Yeah, | apologize. Very 

busy." 

"| can understand that." He indicated the 

TV. "I've been watching the reports." 

"| brought you some clothes but..." Burke 

trailed off. 

Gabriel laughed. "Yes. Someone beat you 

to it. Actually, | have been bombarded by the press 
these last two days. Some of the locals took mercy 
on me. One of the clothing stores gave me some 


new clothes." He patted the chair beside him. 


"Take a seat." 

Burke handed him the bag and sat down. "If 

you can use them. | also brought you a couple of 
books, including the one we spoke about." 

"| appreciate that." He took the bag. The 

woman on the television began to cry again. 
"What's her problem?" Burke asked, 

referring to the television. 

"Near as | can figure out," Gabriel smiled 

faintly, "and I've been really trying to this last 
hour, the crying woman, her daughter is going to 
marry a no good punk, instead of the good little 
Catholic boy. And she is... well... how do you say 
it in English... over herself?" 

Burke laughed. He was so damn cute. 

"Beside herself." 

He nodded. "I knew it was wrong." 

Burke sobered, looked into those blue 

eyes. 


After a few seconds, his companion looked 


perplexed. "What?" 

"They're blue." 

"What is blue?" 

"Your eyes." 

His grin widened. "They've always been 
blue." 

Burke shook himself. "Where are you from 
exactly?" 

"You want me to tell you, or do you want 
to wait for the exclusive at six?" 

"No, | want you to tell me." Burke laughed. 
"Ontario." 

"You know, | would have thought Quebec." 
"There is a large community of French 
speakers in Ontario, about four percent. | was born 
in Ottawa." 

"Is your family in politics?" 

He laughed. "No but they are public 
servants." 


"Ah. And | take it that didn't appeal to 


you?" 

" Mon dieu! Non. | studied in Montreal in 

French but | didn't know what | wanted to do. | 
took astronomy and physics, math, managed to get 
a degree in physics but | was always fascinated 
with the sea, boots, and navigation. | considered 
the Navy but haven't decided yet." 

"So you took a ride on the Bella Donna?" 

"Like | said, | needed a job and | wanted to 

be on the water. It gave me time to think. Do you 
need a crew member?" 

Burke considered that. There would be 

nothing he'd like better than to have Gabriel on the 
ship with them but he'd have to be a very good 
boy, and that would be tough. Even now, his gaze 
kept straying to that bulge in the guy's jeans. And 
what would Trent say? That didn't matter. Trent 
was not the boss... but still, he could make things 
difficult. 


"Burke?" Gabriel said. "I don't mean to put 


you in a bad place. You can say no. | won't 
become like... ah..." He smiled and looked at the 
big woman on the screen who looked ready to cry 
again, "the woman in the program." 

"If you're in shape, you got a job." 

"I'm a little slow to walk still, stiff, you 

know, but other than that, I'm fine." He waited. 
"| take it you're not a guy who likes sitting 
around." 

"If one more reporter calls me a ‘hero’, | 

think I'll scream." 

Burke grinned. 

Suddenly, there was a commotion. Both 

men looked up to see mayor wall in, followed by 
reporters. "Signor Bergeron!" 

Gabriel rolled his eyes. " Merde! Non, pas 
encore!" 

"Look, we found your cat!" 

A reporter was holding a black and white 


cat in her arms. The cat looked a little scruffy but 


none the worse for wear. 

Gabriel rose from his seat, a huge smile on 

his face as the woman handed him the bundle of fur 
that cried out its happy greeting and began to lick 
Gabriel's face. The cameras clicked away. " Allo 
chatton," Gabriel whispered, bending his head to 
kiss the top of the cat's head. The cat rubbed her 
head against Gabriel's cheek. 

That cat has good instincts. Burke was 

almost jealous. 

"It's a miracle," someone called out. 

A nurse came to stand beside Burke. "We 

can't have a cat in here! This is unacceptable." 
"Well," Burke glanced at Gabriel, "I guess 

my ship is going to have two new crew members." 
He grinned at Gabriel. He couldn't stop it when it 
came to the handsome French Canadian. 

Gabriel returned the smile. 


x KOK 


"And why is he on the ship exactly?" Trent 


had his arms crossed. Never a good sign. 

The weather report predicted record high 
temperatures today. Everyone had been told to get 
up extra early and prepare. They had to make up 
for lost time. "Goddamn it, Trent, I'm not even 
awake. And this coffee is enough to..." He made a 
face and swilled it down anyway. 

"Don't change the subject. Fuck the coffee. 

You deliberately brought that Frenchman on board 
so you could fuck him!" 

"You know that's against the rules!" Burke 
Snapped, walking away. 

Trent wasn't about to let up. He was on his 

heels as Burke stood outside looking up. It usually 
felt serene getting up before the sun, the air cool, 
with the promise of warmth in the hazy sky. 

"I'm not finished yet," Trent insisted. 

So much for serenity. He looked at him. "Are 

you questioning my professional integrity, Trent?" 


"You're thinking with your cock and you 


know it! What exactly is he good for?" 

"He'll find a place where he can be useful. 

He's a damned hero, Trent. Do you suggest | just 
leave him out there hanging? He rescued people, 
saved their lives, doesn't he deserve a job?" 

"He deserves to go back from whatever 
backwater little town he comes from, and resume 
his life!" 

"Ottawa is actually not a backwater town," 

a voice said. 

Burke hid a smile as Gabriel appeared. 

Trent 

scowled. 

"We're 

having 

a 

conversation here!" 

"I'm sorry," Gabriel said. "The captain 

asked me to report to him early so that he could 


tell me what he needed me for today. I'll go back 


on..." 

"No," Burke said, grateful for the 

interruption. "We need to do this now. Excuse us, 
Trent." He met his gaze. 

"This conversation is not over!" Trent 

muttered and stalked off. 

Burke sighed. 

"He doesn't like me." Gabriel shrugged. 

"He's just grumpy. Don't pay attention." 

"He's in love with you. He thinks you have 
ulterior motives offering me a job." 

Burke found himself looking into those blue 
eyes. He swallowed. "Yeah?" 

"And do you... have... ulterior motives?" 

He smiled. 

Burke's mouth opened, the early morning 

air hitting his tongue as he breathed in. "Maybe." 
Gabriel nodded, looked down for a 

second. 


"Would you mind?" 


Gabriel glanced up. "No." He paused. "Not 

at all." 

"We... can't... you know..." 

He nodded. "I know." 

"You do?" 

"Yes. I've read the rule book." 

"And you took the job anyway?" 

He shrugged and gave him a cute little 

smile. "A boy's gotta eat." 

"Have any pointers as to how l'm supposed 

to not think about your cock?" Burke moved a little 
closer. 

"Oh," he shook his head, "I'm the wrong 

one to ask." He grinned. "And have you been ah... 
thinking about my cock?" 

"Constantly." Burke nodded, chewing his 

bottom lip. He almost reached out and touched him 
but instead tightened his fists by his side. 

"That /s a problem." 


"Christ," Burke whispered, searching his 


face, "it's pretty... ah... nice?" 

Gabriel laughed out loud. "Yes, and... 

pretty big?" 

"| didn't... notice." 

"Liar!" 

Burke chuckled this time then sobered. 

"You need to get to work." 

"You need to tell me what you want me to 
do." 

"What I really want or..." 

"Ah-ah-ah," he shook his head. "Now, 

boss, thinking pure thoughts will do you good." 
Burke shook his head. "You're killing me 
here." 

"I know." 

"Okay." He cleared his throat, "how are 

you physically today on a scale from 1 to 10?" 
"Eight?" 

"Great. You can assist." 


"Perfect." 


"Go ask one of the crew to set you up with 
a wet suit, and eat something." 
He saluted and walked off. 
Burke turned around and finally took a 
breath. He'd only allowed a handful of men to fuck 
him. He was usually a top, but damn if he couldn't 
stop thinking about Gabriel's big cock. He'd bet a 
week's’ pay that he knew how to use it too. To be 
taken by Gabriel, and possessed by that whale of 
a... 
The idea was both damn scary and a super 
turn on. Intriguing. Um. He'd have to control his 
urges but even if he could, didn't mean he'd stop 
imagining being naked with Gabriel, and stroking 
that monster cock... and maybe... just maybe 
impaling himself on it. 

* k 
No matter his fantasies about what he had 
affectionately termed Moby's Dick, a favorite book 


of his as a boy, there was no time today for 


anything but hot-tapping those fuel tanks. Even 
Trent's jealous hissy fits would have to wait. 

As he worked, he found himself thinking of 

that book by Herman Melville. It had been set on 
the whaling ship Pequod. A crew of wise men and 
fools, renegades, and seeming phantoms were 
hurled through treacherous seas by a crazed 
captain hell-bent on hunting down Moby Dick, the 
mythic White Whale who'd left him crippled. As 
the 'great flood-gates of the wonder-world' swing 
open, Melville transforms the little world of the 
whale-ship into a crucible where mankind's fears, 
faith and frailties are pitted against a relentless 
fate. 

Wow, if the Bella Donna didn't speak to that. 

As the drilling and extracting continued, 

Gabriel was proving himself invaluable. He was 
involved in positioning some of the oil booms 
around the ship, and also aided the divers who 


were placing hot tap valves on the outer hull of the 


vessel. 

The next day if the weather cooperated, 

they would begin to drill more holes through the 
hull and into the oil tanks. 

Everyone was exhausted when the sun went 

down but Burke was pleased that it was 
progressing well. He went out of his way though to 
avoid Trent. He didn't have enough energy to 
tolerate his jealous fits. Luckily, Trent headed off 
to bed. 

Burke sat outside, drinking a glass of wine 

and looking at the stars. It was quiet, but his head 
was pounding. The oil fumes sometimes did this to 
him. On top of it, the crew cook made some sort of 
casserole and it didn't sit well on his stomach. 

He smiled however when he heard Gabriel's 

voice. He knew it was him. His voice was deep 

yet had a soothing quality to it, and there was the 
slightest of French accent. Very sexy. 


"You can see the North Star very clearly 


tonight." Gabriel came and sat down next to him. 
Their shoulders brushed. "You know," Gabriel 

said, "the Polaris lies about one degree from the 
North celestial pole, at the end of the handle of the 
little dipper in the constellation of Ursa Minor." 

"Is that so? And how would you know all 

that?" Burke eyed him, grinning. 

"Well apart from having some pretty 

impressive assets, l'm also intelligent." 

Burke started to laugh. "Oh, brains and 

beauty. Is that even possible in one person?" 

"It's rare of course," he teased. "They have 

found a few in Ottawa, but they've put most of them 
in museums." 

Burke was still laughing. 

"You know," Gabriel went on, "a common 

method of locating Polaris in the sky is to follow 
along the line of the so-called pointer stars in the 
bowl of the Big Dipper." He reached over and 


took Burke's hand. He moved closer and lifted his 


arm, tracing it with their hands. Their gazes met 
and locked. Burke didn't give a damn about 
Polaris. 

Gabriel's voice softened. "The two stars 

farthest from its handle... well," he cleared his 
throat, "the arc between the pointer stars and the 
Polaris is nearly five times greater than the arc 
between... ah, I've lost my train of..." 

Burke leaned forward and pressed his 

mouth against his. He breathed in the taste of him, 
a little moan escaped his lips as they captured 
more of his. "Oh God," Burke murmured against 
Gabriel's mouth, "oh God, oh God." 

The kiss deepened, tongues joined ina 

sensuous dance. Gabriel placed a hand in Burke's 
fair hair and held him there. Burke placed his hand 
on Gabriel's thigh. Oh how he wanted to trace the 
outline of that massive cock through those jeans. 
Pull away. Pull away. We can't. We can't... 


Burke moaned out his protest and reared 


back and away from Gabriel. "We... | can't," he 
grunted. "We..." 

Gabriel stood. "I'm sorry. It's my fault. l... 

I'm going to bed." 

Burke swallowed. He leaned back, and 

closed his eyes. He tried to take a few breaths, his 
cock hard as rock. His heart was pounding in his 
chest far harder than during any dangerous salvage 
operation . / want him so badly. | literally ache to 
touch him. Is this some kind of torture? Burke, 
stop. You don't have to have him, do you? Yes, 
yes, | do. 

He got to his feet. He knew he needed to 

sleep. Morning would come early again and they 
were predicting good weather. Tomorrow, the 
drilling would commence through the hulls. 
Pumping would start soon after, a slow and 
laborious procedure which required precise 
temperature control. He had to sleep. 


When he walked into his cabin, he was 


dismayed to see Trent sitting on his bunk. 

"Not tonight, Trent." 

"Not tonight, no sex, or not tonight no 
discussion?" 

"Not tonight, both." Burke said, undoing his 
Shirt. 

"| thought we were going to try it again?" 

"You thought wrong. You know what 

happened last time." 

"It just makes sense." Trent got up off the 

bed and approached Burke. "We're together so 
much. We have great sex and..." 

Burke cut him off. "I want more than just 

great sex. That was fine when | was eighteen." It 
was the first time he'd actually said that aloud. 
"More? Well, if you want more cock, | 

can't beat the Canadian there!" 

"Stop calling him the Canadian. He has a 
name. His name is Gabriel." 


"Be reasonable. He might be good for a 


night of sex but I'll be here for you long after he 
leaves. The guy's educated. He's not going to waste 
his time as a grunt on a salvage boat." 

Burke sighed. "I'm not in love with you, 

Trent." 

"You don't have to be in love with me. | 

can make you happy. | know how to please you in 
bed." 

"Maybe, but | want more now," Burke 

insisted. "Maybe | want someone to share my life, 
someone to love." 

"| love you." 

Burke sighed. "I know that." He placed a 

hand on his shoulder, "and | love you but... like a 
brother. I'm sorry." 

Trent bristled and jerked away. "So, | was 

right. You are going to make a fool out of yourself 
over a big cock. | pity you," he muttered and 
walked out. 


Burke swallowed hard. /t's more than just 


that. It's more than just his cock. Much more. 
Chapter Five 

Burke was finding it hard to sleep. He 

knew Gabriel was sleeping in a bunk close by, and 
the thought of him was driving him crazy. He tried 
to concentrate on other things, the ship, the 
extraction of fuel, but everything came back to 
Gabriel. Did that truly mean it was love for him 
this time, or was he just horny? No, if it was just 
that, he'd have kept Trent with him tonight. 

He sat up on the side of the bed, placed his 

face in his hands. Was it possible to fall in love so 
fast? Was it possible that one kiss from the guy had 
stirred something raging inside him that wouldn't 
let go? 

The bright red digital numbers on his alarm 
seemed to scream 2:16. He groaned, stood up and 
paced around. Was having Gabriel on board 
jeopardizing the job? No, not having Gabriel 


period was jeopardizing everything. Did it matter 


if Trent found out? Would he lose his license? 

Who would give a shit? He just knew that when he 
wrenched open the door of his room, he was 
breaking every rule in the book. 

He didn't have to go far. It appeared that 

Gabriel was having as much trouble sleeping as he 
was. Burke smiled, hoping he was the cause of his 
insomnia. 

Gabriel stood up on deck, his hands curled 

around the rail. As Burke approached, he said, 
"Counting the stars, are we?" 

Gabriel turned around and Burke paused, 

sucked in some breath. Shirtless, dark hair 
blowing around his face, Gabriel was wearing 

only a faded pair of jeans. "Are those a pair | gave 
you?" 

He smiled. "Yeah." 

“Couldn't sleep." Burke took another step. 

Shit, he could hardly breathe. 


"Too hot." 


"The temperature or... you?" Burke was 

close enough to touch him now. He ran his gaze 
over his chest. Oh yeah. Nice. Very, very nice. His 
Skin was bronzed, muscles well-defined, tight. He 
nipples were dark, stimulated erect with the help 
of the breeze. Burke licked his lips, he gaze 
moving to his slim waist then to the prize that 
waited between perfect thighs. Gabriel's nipples 
weren't the only things that were erect. "How big 
are you exactly?" Burke looked into those blue 
eyes. 

"You wanna’ see?" The smile was faintly 

teasing. 

"I want to do more than see." Burke 

reached out and hooked a finger in the waistband 
of the jeans. They were a little loose. 

Gabriel placed a hand on the side of 

Burke's face. He moved closer. "Here?" 

Burke shook his head. "No. Meet me in my 


cabin in five minutes?" 


Gabriel backed up against the rails, 

nodded. 

"Five minutes," Burke whispered. "If you 

make me wait more than that, | might die." 

"We couldn't have that," Gabriel smiled. 

Burke made his way back to his cabin. His 

heart was pounding in his chest, his cock already 
hard. They'd have to be quiet. He wasn't sure how 
loud Gabriel could get, but he had a time keeping 
silent when he was orgasmic. 

The alarm now told him it was 2:34. Burke 

turned it back to front, and stripped off his clothes. 
He got into bed then sat up on the side again. He 
stood then sat back down. When he heard the soft 
tap, he regretted taking off his clothes, but when he 
opened the door, all concern disappeared. Gabriel 
closed the door quietly behind him and took Burke 
into his arms. 

As Burke felt Gabriel run his hands over 


his back and then clutch his ass cheeks, he stifled a 


moan into the man's neck. There was less than an 
inch difference in their height, Burke being slightly 
taller, which pressed Burke's erection directly 
against Gabriel's jean covered groin. 

"Christ," Burke uttered what sounded like a 

growl, "get those pants off." 

Gabriel laughed softly and gave Burke a 

shove, which landed him on the bed. Gabriel 
slowly undid the snap on top of the jeans, his 
jeans, oh how damn sexy. He'd love to wear them 
tomorrow. He could imagine being close to the 
smell of Gabriel all day, his arousal. 

The zipper came down slowly. 

"So, it's to be a show, is it?" Burke stroked 

his erection as he watched. 

"Only because you've made my cock the 

star attraction... or should | say prime?" He 
winked. 

"Um, prime... Oh My GOD..." Burke 


grunted. 


Gabriel had pushed the jeans over his hips 

and lifted his cock out of the navy briefs he wore. 
"Was it worth it?" He looked almost shy. 

Burke sat up. "Come here." 

Gabriel moved close to him. 

Burke ran a finger down the length of it. 

"Not only long, but thick, um, very, very..." he 
pressed his lips to the center of the shaft, "thick." 
Gabriel's hand settled in his hair. "I take it 

you like?" 

"Oh," Burke nodded, looking up at him, as 

he moved his hands around to grasp Gabriel's nice 
round ass. "I like. It's a masterpiece. It has to be at 
least ten inches." 

"Almost," he said with a smile, "not quite." 
"Perfect," Burke moved his fingers then his 

tongue up the wide shaft to the head. His cock 
curved slightly, the head was a perfect helmet, 
now oozing precum. Burke licked the head. "You 


taste amazing." 


Gabriel's fingers entwined Burke's hair and 

pulled a little. 

Burke took the head of Gabriel's cock into 

his mouth. There was no way he'd get it all. His 
hand played around the base, and cupped the 
perfect almond shaped balls as he sucked and 
licked. 

His partner moaned softly, swaying. He 

said something in French, so sexy. The guy oozed 
sex. Gabriel suddenly took a step back. He met 
Burke's eyes. 

"Lie on the bed. Hang your head over. It's 

easier." 

Burke smiled and positioned himself. 

Gabriel walked around to the other side. He 
placed one hand under Burke's head to support his 
neck and trailed his wet cock across Burke's lips. 
"Um," Burke's tongue came out to lick at his head 
then lick his balls and the underside of his shaft 


then Gabriel pressed open Burke's jaw and 


lowered that monster cock into his mouth. Inch by 
inch, the cock pressed down until Burke felt it hit 
the back of his throat. Gabriel set the pace fora 
few seconds until Burke found his rhythm. Burke 
had deep throated enough guys to be able to 
Suppress his gag reflex, but he'd never had a guy 
this big before. His jaw ached with the stretch but 
Gabriel tasted so damn good, he pushed the 
discomfort to the back of his mind and 
concentrated on his technique. 

One of Gabriel's hands moved over his 

chest where he toyed with one of Burke's nipples. 
Burke's cock ached far more than his jaw. His hips 
lifted, and he was grateful his mouth was full 
because if not, he would have been making some 
noise. 

Gabriel made a little sound and he looked 

down at him. "I'm pulling out. | don't want to come 
yet." 


Burke smacked his lips, wiping at them 


with the back of his hand as Gabriel crawled onto 
the bed. He ran his hand over Burke's chest and 
down to his cock. Burke sucked in a breath. "You 
are beautiful," he whispered, "I don't want to go 
too fast. | want to play with you, taste you." 

A shiver ran down Burke's spine, his cock 

stirred, responding to Gabriel's words. He 
watched him as Gabriel lifted his cock in his hand, 
stroked it up and down, cupped his balls then 
lowered his lips there. As Gabriel licked his cock 
and balls, his hand reached under to tease Burke's 
anus. One push and his finger moved up inside of 
his ass. 

Burke reached out and grabbed the pillow, 

to stifle his reaction. On his knees now between 
Burke's legs, Gabriel lifted them. Another finger 
went up inside of him. "You're a top," he said, 
smiling up at him. 

"Yeah but... | ah... God... Gabriel..." 


Burke lost all rational thought as the man's fingers 


began to slowly fuck him. 

Gabriel smiled, and with his free hand, he 

rolled Burke onto his stomach. He reached under 
to stroke Burke's cock as he continued to fuck him 
slowly with those two fingers. Burke was shaking 
all over. 

"You got lube?" 

"Yeah. And rubbers. In the... drawer." 

Burke glanced at him. "Are you going to fuck me?" 
"Do you want me to fuck you?" Gabriel 

smiled, crawling up beside him so that he could 
kiss him. He withdrew his fingers. 

"Yeah," Burke nodded. "I think I do." 

Gabriel kissed him again, his tongue doing a 
sensuous dance with his. Um. A real French kiss. 
Burke watched him take the lube and 

rubbers out of the bedside table. "I'm going to need 
a lot. Think | can take you?" 

"| won't hurt you," Gabriel whispered. 


"Trust me. | just want you so much." 


Burke reached out and squeezed his hand. 

"I want you too." 

Gabriel ran his hands over Burke's ass. "So 

nice. Superb." 

Burke chuckled. "Makes up for my cock." 

"Hey," Gabriel protested, reaching under to 

stroke him again. "You are perfect." 

Burke felt his ass cheeks being spread then a 

soft tongue playing there. He//! This was going to 
be some ride. Gabriel rimmed him until Burke 
wanted to scream, but it was all good, except he 
couldn't let out a sound. Slicked fingers went back 
inside of him again and Burke shoved some of the 
pillowcase into his mouth. 

When the head of Gabriel's cock pushed 

against his well lubricated hole, he was prepared 
to beg. The resistance was gone and Gabriel's 
pressed his cock past the first ring of muscles then 
waited, stretching him most deliciously. A moan 


escaped his lips, smothered by the pillow, and 


Gabriel, breathing hard, pushed deeper. Sounds 
which were quite animalistic escaped Burke's 
mouth and came out like muffled cries. 

Gabriel lifted his hips upward and bore down 

all the way. Oh God, oh God, this was... mind- 
blowing. Gabriel began to move his cock and 
Burke suddenly wanted to dance with it. As 
Gabriel began to pump his ass gently, Burke 
rocked with him, wanting more, prompting Gabriel 
to relax and really start to give his ass a 
pummelling. Baby, baby, baby, delicious, dirty, 
sexy, fucking perfect! Gabriel not only had the 
equipment, he knew how to use it! 

Burke spat the pillowcase out of his mouth 

and cried. "More!" 

Gabriel leaned forward and nibbled his ear. 
"Shush. You better stick that pillow back in your 
mouth, Chéri, because I'm just getting started." 
And he wasn't kidding. Their sweat 


drenched bodies moved together as if made for one 


another. Gabriel's cock felt like it belonged inside 
of him and everything was about sound and 
sensation. He must have cried out, Gabriel's hand 
on his cock, coming and coming inside of him, 
because Gabriel moved up beside him and 
covered his mouth with his. He pulled him closer, 
gripping him as their breathing slowly returned to 
normal. 

In his arms, he couldn't speak, and for the 

first time in a long time, he felt emotional, close to 
breaking down like a damn, securely blocked off. 
Gabriel kissed his hair. "Are you all right?" 

Burke swallowed, nodded. "Might not be 

able to sit for a year, but I'm... wow... fucking 
wonderful." Burke looked into his eyes. "You 

blew my mind. You're pretty good at that." He 
grinned. 

Gabriel kissed his mouth again then laid 

his head on the pillow. "I could fuck you all night 


long. You are that fuckable. Is that a word in the 


English language, fuckable?" He raised his head 
for a second and laughed. 

"It is now." Burke reached for his hand. He 
studied it a moment, caressed it. "You have nice 
hands." 

"Um. You too." 

Burke continued to hold it. "I don't want to 

let you go." 

"Then don't." 

“But I have to. I've just broken every rule." 

"IIL quit." 

Burke looked at him. "You'd do that?" 

"If it meant we could be together and you 
wouldn't get into trouble." 

"How about..." Burke sat up, slapped his 

hands together. He jumped on Gabriel. "I got it!" 
"Whoa! You got something!" He chuckled. 

"I'll hire you in a new position." Burke 

snuggled down on top of him. "Um, yum, you're 


hard again you know?" 


"Ah yeah, probably," Gabriel gave him a 
comical face. 

"| have a new position for you!" 
“Horizontal or vertical?" 

"Very funny. You are my new consultant." 
"Um. Okay. Exactly what am I consulting 
you on?" 

"Love," Burke said, smoothing back his 
hair. 

"Very practical on a salvage operation, I'm 
sure." 

"I'm kidding. That's your sideline." 

"Oh. What's my mainline?" 

"You can do calculations and study the 
stars and..." 

"Burke." Gabriel shook his head. "Just fire 
me." 

"But | offered you a job and..." 

"It's okay. I'll work for nothing. I'll make 


coffee... and sweep up and... do whatever. | just 


want to be near you. All | need is food and a bed, 
your bed. And um... my cat needs another daddy." 
Burke nodded. "Done." He settled back 
down beside him. "Trent is going to have kittens." 
Gabriel shook his head. "Oh, no. Pookie's 
been fixed." 
"Fool!" Burke said, but they both started to 
laugh. 

* kx 
When the alarm went off the next morning, 
Burke reached over and hit the snooze button then 
settled back down beside Gabriel and closed his 
eyes. For the first time, he didn't want to get out of 
bed. Gabriel was too damn pretty, and his body 
was so warm. He had some impressive early 
morning wood and Burke couldn't resist pulling 
down the blanket and taking a look. He could 
hardly believe he'd had that inside him, but he had, 
and damn, what a fuck! Gabriel had been so gentle 


at first, and Burke had been so scrumptiously 


prepared, it didn't hurt anywhere near the way he 
thought it would this morning. 

As Gabriel slept peacefully, Burke ran his 

hands over his naked flesh. He paid some attention 
to his nipples, moving his thumbs over them then 
kissed down his belly to his cock. It lay on his 

belly, curved upward, and was on its way to full 
glory. Burke reached over and checked the time. 
Um. Plenty of time to bring it to life. After he 

began to suck and lick, Gabriel opened his eyes. 
"Holy shit!" 

Burke lifted his head. "You're in full 

bloom, and ready to lift off. Too bad we haven't 

got time. I'd love a crack at that ass this morning." 
Gabriel chuckled. "Ah, too bad." He 

grunted then let out a deep moan as his head went 
back. Burke laughed as Gabriel's cum hit him in 
the face and sprayed his chest. 

Gabriel grabbed him and they rolled on the 


bed for a minute, laughing. "You need to get your 


ass out of here." Gabriel released him. "And | need 
to feed my kitty." He gave him a few teasing 
Shakes of his ass then wagged his finger. "Naughty 
man." 

Burke swung his legs over the side of the 

bed and watched as Gabriel picked up his pants. 
"Where do you want me today?" He jumped into 
the jeans and zipped up. 

"That's a loaded question." 

"Very cute." Gabriel touched Burke's hair 

and kissed his lips lightly. "Really?" 

"Did you make the coffee yesterday?" 

Burke stood. 

"Yes." 

"It was really good." He grinned. 

"Aha! Barefoot in the kitchen eh?" Gabriel 

lifted an eyebrow and pretended to frown. 

"And bare-assed in the bed." 

"Never heard of the twenty-first century, 


monsieur?" 


"Give me a break, Gabriel; you're too 
damn sexy for me to think straight." 
He laughed. "I'll get started on the coffee 
but I'm going to go into town today, get out of your 
hair." 
Burke grabbed his arm and kissed him hard 
before he left. "I'll be thinking of you all day." 
"Yes, and | know what you will be 
focussing on." Gabriel winked and left the cabin. 

* k*k 
Burke was whistling when he walked 
through the cafeteria. Igor and Trent were in deep 
conversation at one table. Jules was talking in 
French to Gabriel, and Gabriel was laughing about 
something. When Trent saw Burke, he made a 
beeline for him. He looked furious. Burke could 
only guess what about. 
"I'm talking over your command." 
"Is that so?" Burke placed hands on his 


hips. 


"You don't deserve to head this crew." 

The men at the tables stopped talking all at 

once. Their gazes were riveted to Burke and Trent. 
"Trent, let's go somewhere private and..." 

"Fuck that! It states clearly that there is no 
fraternization between a crew member and—" 
"And that's why Gabriel is no longer 

working for me." Burke stared Trent in the eyes. 
"Any more questions?" 

"He's still here, isn't he?" Trent said between 
clenched teeth. "And | heard you last night. In fact, 
maybe the entire fucking village heard you. It does 
not good to fire him after the fact! It's too late. You 
broke the rules." 

Burke nodded. "I see. Well, since we begin 

the extraction of the fuel today, that means you will 
have to take over." Burke stepped around Trent 
and looked around the room. "I say we leave it up 
to the crew." 


"Fine," Trent replied. 


Burke saw the stricken look on Gabriel's 

face. He had the cat in his arms and Jules had 
placed a hand on his shoulder in solidarity. He 
took a breath. "If you men would prefer to start the 
extraction today under the supervision of Trent 
Moresby, | will step aside and leave him the reins. 
I'll leave the room and you can vote. No hard 
feelings," he said and walked up on deck. 

A few minutes later, Gabriel appeared 

beside him. "You all right?" 

"Fine. | can't believe Trent would go this 

far." 

Gabriel squeezed his forearm. "The men 

don't want anyone else in charge but you. They 
trust you. They know you can lead this operation 
better than anyone." 

Burke let out some air. "Fine." 

"Trent is talking about walking." 

"Fuck!" Burke closed his eyes. "I have to 


talk to him." 


"Go ahead. Listen Burke, if it would make 

it easier for me to get a place in town, I'll..." 
"You're staying with me." Burke looked 

him in the eye. "I've spent a long time looking for 
love, now that I've found it, I'm not letting go." He 
clammed up suddenly, realizing what he'd said. 
"Shit. I'm sorry. I..." He trailed off and looked 
away. The sun was just coming up over the 
horizon. 

"Love, is it? Sounds pretty serious." 

"| didn't mean to..." Burke turned to look at 

him. 

Gabriel smiled. "It's okay, it's kind of 

nice." 

"Nice?" 

"Yeah. We'll talk it over tonight. | think I'm 
warming up to this love stuff." 

Burke shook his head. "You're something 

else." 


Gabriel laughed. "I better be!" he called 


out over his shoulder. "You love me." 

x x OX 
Trent agreed to stay until the extraction 
was over but Burke knew their friendship was 
over. 
"I can't help how | feel," Trent muttered as 
they made their way out to the ravished ship. "He's 
a lucky guy. | hope he knows it." 
Burke turned away. "Let's get the divers 
into the water." 
The insertion of heat exchange elements 
went well. It was a painstaking task and cheers 
went up each time the pumps began to work. 
Burke fielded phone calls but eventually 
began to resent them. The mayor, the press, even 
some representative of the president's office 
wanted exact details. Several environmental 
groups were on hand to observe as well. He 
almost threw his phone in the water. 


He assigned some divers to do another tour 


inside the ship to remove any possible toxins they 
may have overlooked, anything that could spill in 
the water and cause contamination. 

The barge with the steam generator was 
sounding a bit rough around four in the afternoon. 
Burke was sure they were heading for a 
breakdown. "Get the machinist up here," Burke 
directed. "This doesn't sound good." 

"It always sounds like that," Trent 

interjected. "The inspection will slow down 
operations." 

"It's overheating. Shut it down! Call the 

divers. We're done for the day." 

David Combs was the machinist. "What is 

it, boss?" 

"We need to inspect the generator. It 

doesn't sound right." 

He nodded and disappeared. 

Trent shrugged. "You're the boss but the 


powers that be want this finished." 


"To hell with the powers that be, Trent." 

Burke sighed as he phone started to ring. "I'm not 
putting my men in any unnecessary danger." He 
walked away to answer the phone while Trent 
went flying off in another direction. 

It was Signor Russo, the environment 

minister. "Why are you stopping? There is plenty 
of daylight left." 

"Our 

steam 

generator 

may 

be 

malfunctioning. | don't want anyone hurt. I've 
ordered an inspection." 

"How long will that take?" 

"| don't know. It might just be some 

calcification. Sometimes it just needs a scraping." 
“Environmental organizations are crawling 


down my back." 


“There is nothing to worry about. | sent 

some divers down to check again for any toxins 
which might be left inside the ship." 

"You need to make a statement to the 

press." 

Burke sighed. "Okay." 

"You need to reassure them that all is 

well." 

"Done." 

"Very well, get whatever is wrong, fixed, 

and get back at it. It's taking too long." The phone 
went dead. 

Taking too long? The guy understood nothing 
about the process. They couldn't rush it. It was one 
tank at a time, all interwoven with temperature 
control. Fuck. 

He put the phone away then narrowed his 

eyes. The generator was still working. There was 

a loud whistling then a gurgling sound. Burke went 


running toward it. "Shut it down. | told you. Shut 


ital 

The mechanic turned to look at him, wide- 

eyed. 

"Get outta there! It's gonna blow!" Burke 
shouted. 

The explosion was deafening. The force of 

it pushed Burke backward and he went sliding 
across the desk. Someone was screaming. He 
scrambled to his feet as some of the crew raced 
out with fire extinguishers. 

Trent was pulling him to his feet. "Burke, 

shit! Are you all right? You're bleeding." 

"I'm okay. Where's David? Where in 

hell...?" He moved forward as the fire died down. 
"David?" He searched around frantically and then 
saw the body floating on the water. "Fuck! David!" 
Burke raced over to the side and plunged in, 
Swimming frantically over to the body as life rafts 
were lowered into the water. 


Burke turned him over. His face was 


horribly burnt. He wasn't breathing. He began to 
do artificial respiration as other hands helped put 
David in. On deck, Burke continued his 
resuscitation efforts. Someone said help was on 
the way. "Come on, David, not on my ship, come 
on, breathe!" 

Suddenly the mechanic gasped and began 

to choke. Burke yanked him up and forward so that 
he could get rid of the water. 

When the Coast Guard arrived and they 

took Combs away, Burke went from terrified to 
furious. He glared at Trent. "You disobeyed a 
direct order." 

"We need to finish this. It's taking a long 

time... you are So preoccupied with that 
Frenchman that..." 

"You son of a bitch!" Burke swung and hit 

Trent hard in the jaw. He stumbled backward and 
fell on his ass. "Your petty jealousy almost killed a 


man! Get off my ship, and off my crew. You're 


fired!" 

* k*k 
Everyone was quiet that evening. After 
debriefing the crew, Burke went ashore and spent 
some time at the clinic. David was in bad shape. 
He'd have to call the guy's family. "He's going to 
make it but it's going to be a long road," the doctor 
said. "He needs to be transferred to a big city 
hospital." 
"My company will pay for everything," 
Burke said. "Can he be flown back to London?" 
The doctor nodded. "He will need a nurse 
to accompany him and—" 
"Anything, spare no expense. May | use the 
phone? | need to call his family." 
"Of course, follow me," the doctor bade. 
After an emotional phone conversation 
with Combs's mother, Burke went to sit in the 
waiting room. 


Waves of nauseas came and went, and the 


room didn't seem to want to stand still. He felt sick 
to his stomach, but he swallowed it, telling himself 
it would pass. His eyes closed for a while, only to 
open when he felt a hand touch his. It was Gabriel. 
He leaned down and hugged him tight. "Are you all 
right?" 

"Fine." 

"| came as soon as | heard. | went back to 

the ship and the men told me. How is David?" 

"Not good." 

"You cut yourself," Gabriel said, sitting 

beside him and touching his forehead. 

"It's a scratch." 

"You're a hero." 

He smiled a tight smile. "Makes two of us. 

| don't feel like a hero." 

"You saved his life." 

"The machine hadn't been maintained. 

Trent acted out because of..." He shook his head. 


Gabriel stiffened. "You're blaming this on 


us, on the fact that we... Burke." 

Burke stood up. "I'm sorry. I'm... | 

shouldn't have..." He broke off and left the sitting 
room. 

A little while later he stood at the water's 

edge looking out at the downed ship. A man could 
have died because he put his own pleasure before 
his work. No matter what Trent had done, he was 
the boss. This was his responsibility. 

He closed his eyes. The generator was 

finished. He'd have to order another one. It would 
have to be flown in. It would mean another delay. 
He sighed. He had to go and speak with the mayor. 
Chapter Six 

"How long before you can get one of those 
contraptions?" The mayor demanded. 

Burke rubbed his temples. The headache 

had not subsided. Listening to the mayor bellow 
was not helping it. 


"I'm not sure," Burke managed. "I'll know 


more tomorrow." 

"This will get some bad press. I've already 
contacted a company in Holland. They are on their 
way. They should arrive day after tomorrow." 
Burke's eyes widened. "You're giving them 

my contract, after we've done all the preliminary 
work?" He got to his feet. It meant they wouldn't 
get paid. Fuck. How much worse could this 
nightmare get? 

"The man who heads this Dutch company 

tells me the error was human, that the generator 
was not being maintained. It is incompetence, 
Signor Matthews, i-n-c-o-m-p-e-t-e-n-c-e!" 

"Yes, | Know how to spell it," Burke 

Snapped. "And you may check my logs. The 
generator 

was 

inspected 

regularly, 


and 


decalcified. Sometimes shit just happens, you 
know!" 

"I'm sorry," he said. "There's an election 

coming up. This could lose it for me. You'll find 
another job, I'm sure. Please make sure the 
Brigadoon is out of the way for the Dutch." He sat 
back down and bent his head to a file in front of 
him. 

Burke turned and left the office. This was 

the first time in the history of his company that he'd 
lost a job. And the first time he'd come close to 
losing a man. It was his fault, all of it. He should 
have never gotten involved with Trent, or Gabriel. 
A salvage operation was no place for love affairs, 
let alone love triangles. 

As soon as he came out of the mayor's office, 

the press swooped down on him like a bunch of 
hungry buzzards. Any truth to the fact there was 
sabotage? Is Durang finished here... does it 


mean you'll return to England the some other 


operation will take over... any thoughts on the 
company that supplied the boiler... can you give 
us an update on the condition of... 

Everything spun round. Burke shoved one 

of the reporters out of the way. "No comment," he 
grunted and headed toward his ship. He would pay 
his men. Every single one of them would get paid 
for the hours they worked. He would lose a bundle 
but he couldn't make them pay for his error. 

As soon as he stepped on board, his crew 
members crowded around him. They were anxious 
to hear about David. 

"He's stable," Burke said, noting that neither 

Trent nor Gabriel were anywhere to be seen. 
Gabriel. He couldn't think about him right now. 
"They'll transport him back to London as soon as 
possible. Men, | have some bad news," he said. 
They all looked at each other, and at him. 

Igor came to stand beside him, as if in support. 


Perhaps he'd already heard. "Now, before | 


announce it, | want to tell you, you will all be paid 
the hours you're due." 

A definitive murmur went through the 

crowd. 

"The contract has been given over to 

another company. They'll arrive in a couple of 
days." 

"Another company?" Jules protested, stepping 
forward. "We've done all the maudit work! All 
they need to do is extract the fuel." 

"Yeah," someone joined in, "that's the easy 

part!" 

"Why not just wait for a generator?" 

The protests grew louder, the questions 

more intense. Burke put up his hand. "Listen, it's 
over. | take full responsibility for the mess. Let's 
get ready to head home. We need to be out of here 
ASAP. Let's start collecting the equipment." 

Burke walked off toward his cabin. He 


needed some alone time. He needed an aspirin. 


Igor stopped him in the corridor. "Burke." 

Burke sighed, turned to look at him. 

"This wasn't you. This was Trent. He told 

David not to stop the machine after you gave the 
order." 

Burke nodded. "So | gather." 

"He also instructed David to skip the 

inspection yesterday. It was like he was trying to 
sabotage the damn mission." 

"He had his reasons." 

"Don't blame yourself. None of the men 

blame you. Trent left here today in a hurry. He 
chartered a helicopter to take him to the airport. 
He knows he's liable." 

Burke squeezed Igor's arm. "You don't 
understand." 

"Yeah, | do. Don't think | didn't know what 

was going on between you and Trent. You might be 
discreet but Trent doesn't hide things as well. 


When Gabriel was rescued, he went a little nuts. | 


knew he was a ticking time bomb. | should have 
warned you." 
God, did everyone know? "You had no idea 
what he'd do." 
"Neither did you," Igor countered. 
Burke paused. "Where is Gabriel?" 
"He picked up his stuff a little while ago, 
asked Jules to look after the cat." 
Burke nodded. "I've got a big headache. | 
need to lie down." 
"Sure you don't have a concussion, boss? 
Maybe you should see a doctor." 
"I'll be fine. Cancel the generator." 
"Won't we need it next job?" Igor 
narrowed his eyebrows. 
"Might not be a next job." He put up his 
hand and went to his cabin. 

* kx 
Two hours of lying in the bed, staring at the 


ceiling, was enough. The aspirin had helped some. 


He took another and got up. It didn't help that he 
and Gabriel had fucked in this bed. So many 
emotions, a huge sense of failure, and something 
that hurt deep down that had to do with Gabriel. 
He needed a drink, and possibly more than one. 
He walked the streets of the quiet town for 

a half hour, purposely avoiding the sunken ship in 
the harbor and then slipped into to a little bar 
hidden 

away 

among 

the 

hilly 

structures. 

"Whiskey," he told the bartender, "and keep 'em 
coming." 

The short little man with glasses poured him a 
glass of whiskey but he looked confused. " Scusa?" 
Burke pointed to the glass. " Di nuovo di 


nuovo." Burke downed the glass and pointed 


again. 

The bartended nodded with a smile. He stood 

by and refilled it three times. 

"Getting drunk tonight, are we handsome?" A 

silky female voice whispered in his ear. 

Burke turned to see that pretty waitress sitting 
beside him. "Yeah. Wanna’ drink?" 

"Sure," she smiled into his eyes, "drink first 

then you. A pink lady, please." A hand landed on 
his thigh. 

Burke looked down at the perfectly 

manicured nails, painted bright, shiny red. 
"Believe me, honey, I'm not for you," he slurred, 
indicating to the bartender that he should bring the 
lady a drink, and refresh his. 

The waitress cluthed his hand and pulled it 

over onto her thigh. "Maybe not, but | think | might 
be for you." She dragged his hand to her crotch. It 
was greeted by a hard cock. 


Burke's eyes widened a little and he smiled. 


"You could be right about that." 

His companion picked up her glass and 

sipped. "You know what I've noticed? Very 
maculine men drink whiskey. Why is that, do you 
think?" Her hand moved over Burke's crotch. 
He sucked in some air. "I have no idea." 

"Pretty brown eyes," she whispered, "very 

sad." 

"I've had a rough day." 

She leaned closer, breating into his ear. "Will 
fucking the shit out of my ass help?" 

"It might." 

She laughed and sipped her pink liquid. "I've 
been dreaming about your cock since | first saw 
you. Does that make me a bad girl?" 

Burke drained the glass. "Yeah," he nodded. 
"Come on, you're about to get a hell of a lot 
badder." 


x OK OK 


Gino, or Gina, as she liked to be called had a 


one bedroom apartment near the resturant where 
she worked. Burke was way too drunk to pay 
attention to all the porcelain dolls which were 
sitting everywhere. Gina dragged him into the 
bedroom and started to take off his shirt. "I'm on 
hormones but haven't had the chop. I'm trying to 
grow breasts but haven't had much luck. Oh my, 
you are..." she cleared her throat, "how you 
British say that, hung up?" 

"Hung," he murmured as Gina pulled him 

over to the bed. He landed on something soft, 
aware of his pants coming off. His head started to 
spin again. Christ, he was going to black out. 

He heard "Fuck me," in a distinctly male 

voice. A weight bore down on his hips, straddling 
him. He cried out something and felt his cock being 
squeezed in a vice. It felt good. He struggled for 
consciousness. His hips lifted and someone cried 
out. Sharp razors seemed to drag over his chest 


and blackness overcame him. 


x OK OK 


When he opened his eyes, everything looked 
white. He blinked, glancing at the IV in his arm. 

He groaned and tried to move but he felt too weak. 
He heard a clear, clack, clack sound and then he 
saw a beautifully made-up woman poke her head 
in the door. She rushed to his side, teetering on 
stiletto heels. Skintight leopard pants and a furry 
looking pink sweater clashed a little loudly with 
her platinum wig. "Gina sent me to make sure you 
were Okay. She had to work. She'll be by later. | 
brought cookies." 

Burke's eyes widened. "Who are you again?" 

He asked weakly. 

"Gina's friend." She leaned her chin on her 

hand and tilted her head. "My, my, she did say you 
were a looker." 

He was speechless. "I didn't realize there 

were so many ah... transsexuals in this little 


town." 


She put a finger on her lips. 

Burke shook his head. "Don't worry. They 

won't hear it from me." 

"I'll leave the cookies." She put them on the 
bedstand. "Chocolate chip." 

Burke smiled faintly. "Tell Gina, thanks." 

"She'll be by. She's not letting you go." 

Oh God, what had he done last night? He 
remembered that syndrome, long time ago. Had he 
Slept with that waitress last night... who 
apparently wasn't female? Well, at least he didn't 
have to deal with sexual confusion. He sighed. 

A doctor walked in, a young man, handsome. 
"Signor Mattrews. How are you?" The doctor 
peered at him, shone a light in his eyes. 
"Exhausted." 

"A 

combination 

of 


a 


hangover 

and 

concussion. You might have died." 

"Concussion?" 

"Um, you must have had some symptoms, 

dizziness, nausea?" 

"Something like that." 

The doctor shook his head. "A few days' 

rest." 

"A few days...? No, | have to get out of 

here." 

"I'm afraid not." He shook his head. "Get 

some sleep. I'll be back to check on you later." 
x x OX 

Burke was dreaming. He was on the water on 

his board and the waves were huge. He rode them 

one by one, fearlessly. The water drenched him 

and the pleasure of riding those waves was 

intense. Gabriel. His face, his smile, his cock. 


Their bodies wet, sliding today, glistening in the 


sun, Burke was impaled, possessed. /'m yours. 
That night you made me yours. | love you. Christ, 
| love you. Again. Again. 

A cool hand on his forehead made him open 

his eyes. Brown eyes. Where are my beautiful 
blue eyes? 

"Burke?" 

"Gina," he cleared his throat. He noticed that 

the tube in his arm was gone. 

She slipped a straw between his lips. "Doctor 
wants you to drink." 

He nodded, took a sip. "Thanks." 

"How are you feeling?" 

"Tired but better. I'm ah... sorry... about last 
night." 

She laughed. "No reason. You actually only 
passed out after. For a man with a bad head, you're 
pretty good." She winked. 

He laughed softly. "I don't think | actually 


participated that much." 


"| admit," she stroked his hair, "I did use it 

for my pleasure." 

“How did | get here?" 

"| took you. I'm not as pansy as | look." She 
winked. "Don't tell. It will ruin my image." 
"Your secret is safe with me." 

"Your men are very concerned. A gang of 

them were in the waiting room until the nurse 
shooed them away. She's a little uptight. Needs to 
get..." 

"Yeah," Burke cut her off as the nurse walked 
in. 

"You're not family." The nurse looked at 

Gina. 

"She's my cousin, on my grandfather's side." 
Burke grinned. 

The nurse shook her head, mubbled something 
and stormed out which left Gina and Burke 
laughing. 


Gina sobered. "You know | am crazy about 


you, English." 

He smiled. "I like you Gina but..." 

"You are in love with the Canadian." 

He lifted an eyebrow. "Who told you that?" 

"I know. Why did you send him away?" 

"It's a long story." 

"He's working at the restuarant, just until he 
can have money to go back to Canada." 

"|... if he needs money, I'll give him some." 
Gina studied him a minute. "Should | tell him 
to come here?" 

"No. l'Il give it to you. And you give it to 

him." 

"Um, | don't think so, tesoro. | am not an 
errand girl. And | have a romantic heart. You want 
to give him money, you tell him yourself." She 
picked up her purse. 

"Gina, | don't want Gabriel to—" 

"Too late, he's been in and out of the waiting 


room since you got here. The doctors won't let him 


in. He just might turn out to be another cousin." She 
winked. 

"Gina!" he groaned. 

A few seconds later, Gabriel appeared at the 
door. "Throwing me over for a lady, eh?" 

"Gina ain't no lady, believe me." He had to 

make a joke. Seeing Gabriel made his heart ache. 
Gabriel walked over to the bed. "I'm your 

long lost brother from Canada." 

Burke laughed a little. "I have a big family." 

"| guess." Gabriel met his eyes. "I heard what 
happened. I'm sorry. The mayor is an ass." 

"You'll get no argument from me." 

"The men have moved the ship but they 

haven't left. They're waiting for you." 

Burke nodded. "I need to get out of here." 
"Burke," Gabriel reached for his hand. He 

laid his on top. "I'm not angry. | know how upset 
you were. None of this is your fault." He lowered 


his forehead against his. "I love you. Don't want to 


live without you." 

Burke swallowed. He lifted his head to say 
something only to be met by Gabriel's lips. 

"You brothers are very close," a voice said. 
Gabriel backed away. 

The doctor was smiling. "My brother is not 
nearly as affectionate." 

"I'll leave," Gabriel volunteered. 

"No," the doctor shook his head. "It was quite 
inspiring. You've managed to put a much needed 
sparkle in his eyes." He came to the bed. "I'm 
going to discharge you tomorrow, on one 
condition." 

"Which is?" Burke hedged. 

The doctor turned and glanced at Gabriel. 

“That you take your ah... brother... with you. He's 
driving the staff crazy." 

Gabriel hid a laugh. 

"Is that so?" Burke looked at Gabriel. "I'll be 


sure to take him off your hands." 


"Good enough," the doctor nodded. "Now," 
he walked to the door, "I'll leave you two alone to 
discuss... family matters." He closed the door. 
Burke held out his hand. "Come here you, you 
trouble maker." 
Gabriel bent to kiss him again. 

* k*k 
The following morning, Igor came to get him, 
and take him back to the ship. "We're almost ready. 
The Dutch have arrived." 
Burke nodded as they sped through the town 
in a taxi. When they got off at the ship, a round of 
cheers went up, and Burke smiled to see his men 
standing on deck to greet him. 
Igor placed a hand on his shoulder. "They 
love you, man." 
Burke went up on deck and spoke to as many 
of the men as he could. When he saw Jules, his 
friend leaned over and kissed him on both cheeks. 


"We got news from London. David is doing well." 


Burke breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank God." 
"Mom said the scars will hardly show once 

they finish the plastic surgery. Going to do it in 
stages. He asked you to come visit him when you 
get back." 

Burke nodded. "I'll do that. Thanks, buddy." 
"Boss," one of the guys called out, "there's a 

call for you." 

Burke's eyebrow lifted. "Okay." He went 

below and took the phone. "Matthews here." 
“Burke Mattews of Durang?" 

"Yes." 

"I'm Fritz Meers, president of Vandercam 
Salvage. | need some help." 

"Help?" 

"Consultation, and maybe a few hands. It is 
more complex than we imagined. Can we maybe 
Share the contract?" 

Burke smiled. "Perhaps." 


"Let's talk, Mr. Matthews. | am no fool. We 


know the best. Let's have dinner." 
"Of course." 

* k*k 
That evening, Burke went to dinner with Fritz 
and they struck a deal. Fritz agreed to spliting the 
contract fifty-fifty. When Burke returned to the 
ship, he broke the good news to the men. Aware of 
the work that lay ahead, they all went off to bed. 
Burke stood in the room, his focus on the young 
man who sat at one of the tables, Gabriel's cat 
rubbing her face against his. 
"Always said that cat had good taste." 
"She likes to taste me all right," Gabriel 
chuckled, taking the fur ball into his arms. He 
stroked her head. 
Burke came and sat down opposite. He 
reached out and stroked the soft head as well until 
he found Gabriel's hand. "I'd love to stroke you," 
he whispered. "Be my cat tonight." 


Gabriel 


grinned 
and 
leaned 
forward. 
"Meow," he teased. 
Burke laughed. "Shall we?" 
Gabriel put down the cat who ran to her dish 
and began to eat. He stood. "Lead the way." 
* k 
Lube in hand, Burke worked his finger up 
inside Gabriel. 
"Your hand is shaking." 
"I know. | want to fuck you so badly," Burke 
whispered . And I want you to fuck me. 
He didn't have to say it. As he slowly 
stimulated Gabriel with his lubed finger, his other 
hand stroked his cock. It was heaven to feast his 
eyes on it again, not to mention feasting on it, 
period. He'd already sucked and licked the length 


of it, leaving Gabriel panting with need. 


Burke lifted Gabriel's legs onto his shoulders 

and pressed into him, feeling Grabriel grip his 
cock with his ass. The pressure was pure pleasure, 
and tonight, he didn't give a damn who heard them. 
All the way in, he looked into those blue eyes, and 
gasped. Love. He saw it in Gabriel's expression, 
and felt it in his heart. He cried out his name and 
plumbing his ass like a pirate in search of treasure. 
They did refer to salvage men as pirates, didn't 
they? 

They moved together perfectly. Burke 

handled Gabriel's big cock and felt him come, 
watched his head go back in the pillow as he too 
experienced the rush. A few final, almost violent 
thrusts into his lover, and he lay his chest on his, 
his head turned, lips planting kisses on his rough 
jaw. "I love you," he whispered. 

"Je t'aime aussi," Gabriel replied lowering 

his jaw to join his mouth to Burke's. 


"Rest up," Burke murmured, snuggling closer 


with a soft moan. 

Gabriel laughed softly, touching his hair. 

"The reason?" There was humor in his voice. 
Burke felt for the lube and pressed it into 
Gabriel's hand. 

"Ask me nicely." 

Burke smiled. "Fuck me with that incredible 

cock." 

"Okay," he whispered. "Give me a few 

minutes." 

Burke chuckled and scrambed down to lick 

the head of Moby. "I'll give you one," he 
swallowed the head. 

Gabriel cock was quickly reviving. "Task 

master," he teased, popping the top of the lube. He 
pulled Burke around and pulled him up on his 
knees rather roughly. A slap or two on his ass, and 
Burke laughed. 

Opening him, Gabriel slowly tormented him 


with his lubed finger. 


"God, God," Burke grunted. "You've turned 

me into a bottom slut." 

"Good," he whispered. "I love my slut boy." 

Burke glanced at him and shook his head. 

"Well, stop talking and start fucking!" 

The lube got tossed on the floor. Gabriel 

grabbed Burke's ass on either side and pressed his 
cock against his tight opening. 

"Holy Moby!" Burke cried out as Gabriel 

began to take him. "That's some stretch." It felt so 
good, inch by inch delving deeper into him, and 
Burke moaned and groaned like a wanton whore 
getting gang banged. It was almost embarrassing. 
When Gabriel came inside him, he lowered 

his head and said something French, then 
whispered his name a few times. Burke was in 
Heaven. 

They lay together after, silent. Burke was 

dozing off when Gabriel suddenly asked, "Who's 
Moby?" 


"Huh?" Burke stirred. "Go to sleep." 

"Wait. | want to know who Moby is? Is he an 
ex-lover?" 

Burke started to laugh. 

"Burke." Gabriel turned on the light. "I want 
to know. Who was he?" 

Burke blinked. "Turn off the light, silly. Moby 
was a whale." 

"A what?" 

"A whale!" 

Gabriel narrowed those beautiful blue eyes. 
"You mean the book?" 

"Of course." Burke grinned. "Babe, your 
cock..." He reached under the blanket and placed 
a hand on it. "It's big." 

"I... | know." 

Burke laughed and turned off the light. "Like 
Moby, Moby's Dick." 

Burke put his arm around Gabriel and 


snuggled closer. There was silence for a few 


seconds then Gabriel said, "I don't get it. I've never 
seen a whale's dick. It could be small for all | 
know." 
"I'll lend you the book." Burke nuzzled him. 
“Though I'm not sure they talk about his dick. 
Whales have big ones. That | do know. Like you." 

* kK 
The next morning, Burke awoke, the sun 
blazing into the cabin. He didn't know where he 
was at first because he wasn't used to waking up... 
happy. 
Burke rolled over but Gabriel was gone. 
So much for happiness. 
He got out of bed and threw on sweats. Up in 
the galley, Gabriel was busy feeding everyone. 
"Come on, sleepyhead. Get your vittles on." 
All the guys seemed really happy, strangely 
happy. Burke squeezed between them, slugging 
coffee and forking eggs and sausage down his 


throat. He couldn't stand all the frickin’ smiling. 


"What gives?" he asked, finally. 

“The Dutch salvage crew left. It turns out the 
mayor was... well... trying to get a kickback. We 
have the job back. All to ourselves," Jules 
informed him. "Ain't it cool? We get to complete 
the whole deal. Even the final salvage." 

"Very cool." Now it was Burke's turn to 

smile. 

As they all rushed around getting ready for a 
long day on the Bella Donna, Gabriel grabbed his 
ass. 

"So," he said, as they prepared to head over 

to the cruise ship, "| want to hear all about Moby 
Dick. | hear it's a classic story and | can't believe | 
never read it as a child. | think I'm deprived." 
"It's a long story," Burke said. 

"| like long stories." Gabriel glanced at him. 

"And | like happy endings too. Besides, I'm not 
going anywhere. So talk." 


Burke thought about it as the tug boat took 


them across the water, cold seaspray hitting his 
Skin. 

"It's all about a whale. And a man with a big 
dick." 

"Are you sure?" Gabriel asked. "I thought you 

said they don't talk about his dick in the book." 
Burke longed to kiss him. "Yeah, l'm sure. 

Very sure. And if you're a very good boy I'll act 
out all the parts tonight when we're alone." 
"Excellent!" 

And, as it happened, the Brigadoon remained 

in the Italian port for two more weeks and the fuel 
was extracted without any spills. They got their 
next rescue call in the south of France and would 
have to come back once the Italian government 
gave them permission to complete the salvage. But 
most importantly perhaps, Gabriel got his happy 
ending. 

In more ways than one... 


The End 
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